w 


Im 


V 

^■■B 


al 


3fune 
1958 


Conq  %atuLation± 

ana  uz*J-  tvl±hz± 

to 

iBaLmoxaL  cJ-faLL  ^xadwxtzi 

Remember . .  .  when  quality  and 
Service  counts... 


P earless  laundry 


PHONE  SP  4-44U 


Seyoitd  (fatofrevte  fa*  S6UI  cutd  &z%e 


Palmoral  Sail 


WINNIPEG 


Residence  and  Junior  School  Building 


A  RESIDENTIAL  AND  DAY  SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS 

Conducted  under  the  auspices  of  the  Anglican  and  United  Churches 


Balmoral  Hall  is  ideally  located.  Eight  acres  of  land  surrounding  the 
buildings  provide  ample  space  for  summer  and  winter  sports.  In  addition 
to  the  required  academic  subjects,  classes  are  given  in  Art,  Music, 
Dramatics,     Physical     Training,     Dancing,     Games,     and     Swimming. 


Kindergarten  to  Grade  XII 


For    prospectus   and    information   concerning   admission    for   September,    1958 

Write  to 

The  Head  Mistress:  Miss  G.  Murrell-Wright,  B.A. 

Balmoral  Hall,  Winnipeg,  Manitoba 


THE  MAGAZINE  EXECUTIVE  1957-1858 

School  Editor Rae  Burrell 

Business  Manager Elizabeth  Kilgour 

Advertising  Manager  Shelagh  Kelsey 

Associate  Editors: 

Literary Linda  Riddell 

Susan  Mack 
Barbara  Park 

Sports Betty  Anne  Aitkens 

Leslie  Anne  Lewthwaite 

Photography Betty  McRae 

Music Naomi  Genser 

Exchanges Gayle  Morris 

Advertising  Committee: 

C.  Burrell,  B.  Gillespie,  K.  Jones,  S.  Salzberg,  J.  Wilson. 


/tc^KocUedyemetttt 


We  would  like  to  express  our  thanks  to  Mr.  Harold  White,  to  Bngdens 
of  Winnipeg,  Ltd.,  to  all  who  kindly  offered  advertisements  for  our  Magazine, 
and  especially  to  Stovel- Advocate  Press  without  whose  consistent  help  this 
book  would  not  have  been  possible. 


CONTENTS 


Magazine  Executive  2 

The  Prefects  4 
Editorial                                                                                                                            .  ..     5 

Valedictory  6 

Letter  from  the  Headmistress  7 

Literary  Section  8 

Our  Juniors    20 

Gifts  to  the  School  25 

Music  Notes  26 

Dancing 27 

Library  Report  28 

School  Activities  30 

Literary  Society                                               ....  31 

Valentine  Dance                                                          33 

House  Notes  34 

Life  in  Residence  38 

Class  Notes  40 

Sports  41 

School  Calendar  44 

Graduate  Notes  45 

School  Directory  50 

Exchanges 53 


EDITORIAL 


Leaders 

Nobel  prizes  have  been  awarded  since  1901  to  those  persons  who  have  "done  most 
to  promite  Fraternity  of  Nations  and  Abolition  or  Diminution  of  Standing  Armies  and 
the  Increase  of  Peace  Congresses."  Great  men,  leaders  whom  we  all  know,  have  received 
this  award  for  some  special  contribution.  We  think  of  Pierre  and  Marie  Curie,  who  made 
an  unselfish  and  costly  contribution  in  the  field  of  physics,  and  of  Winston  Churchill, 
who  led  the  free  nations  in  time  of  strife,  more  recently  of  Albert  Schweitzer  and  now  of 
Lester  B.  Pearson,  our  own  Canadian  Peace  Prize  winner. 

When  we  think  of  such  leaders  who  have  made  this  world  a  better  place  by  their  un' 
selfish  examples,  our  thoughts  turn  to  Moses  and  to  Jesus,  both  of  whom  revealed  a  whole 
way  of  life  to  the  millions  who  would  live  after  them.  We  remember  Moses  for  his  forti' 
tude  and  fearlessness  and  Jesus  for  His  unselfishness.  Jesus'  concern  for  mankind  made 
him  unafraid  to  give  and  not  to  count  the  cost. 

The  qualities  of  a  leader  are  as  many  as  they  are  varied,  some  being  almost  indefinable. 
A  leader  must  have  integrity,  the  ability  to  differentiate  between  right  and  wrong.  He 
must  be  fortified  with  a  determination  to  override  all  obstacles  and  should  take  pride  in 
doing  only  his  best.  He  must  have  good  judgment,  and  faith  in  his  fellow  men.  Because 
a  leader  works  for  the  betterment  of  the  whole,  he  must  often  put  the  general  welfare 
before  his  individual  wishes — he  too  must  give  without  counting  the  cost.  Among  the 
greatest  and  most  intangible  qualities  which  a  leader  possesses  is  his  ability  to  sense  with 
a  sympathetic  heart  the  needs  and  desires  of  others. 

Our  School  days  are  our  formative  days.  During  these  comparatively  carefree  years 
we  are  shaping  the  foundation  upon  which  we  will  build  our  lives.  At  Balmoral  Hall 
every  girl  from  the  youngest  Class  President  to  the  oldest  and  most  experienced  Prefect 
is  learning  to  develop  the  special  qualities  of  a  leader.  Through  helping  and  working 
with  others,  these  girls  are  developing  judgment,  integrity,  unselfishness,  self-control 
and,  most  of  all,  an  understanding  of  human  nature.  Taking  the  lead  is  often  very  difficult, 
but  with  guidance,  the  leaders  in  this  School  have  opportunities  to  develop  these  special 
qualities.  Not  forgetting  that  much  will  be  required  of  those  to  whom  much  is  given, 
our  School  leadets,  having  discovered  the  deep  meaning  of  privilege  and  responsibility, 
should  be  ready  to  carry  the  torch  into  wider  fields. 

Rae  Burrell, 
Editor. 


OUR  HEAD  GIRL  —  JENNIFER  YOUNG 
OUR  SCHOOL  CAPTAIN BARBARA  SIDGWICK 


VALEDICTORY 


Dear  Girls, 

We  never  dreamed  last  September  that  the 
time  for  writing  this  farewell  letter  would  be  upon 
us  so  quickly.  We  have  not  moved  into  any  new 
buildings,  nor  can  we  pinpoint  any  one  outstanding 
event,  but  it  has  been  a  good  year. 

The  highlights  of  the  School's  social  activities 
were  two  very  successful  dances,  from  which  we  all 
gained  valuable  experience  as  convenors  and 
which  we  hope  will  become  annual  events.  On 
May  22nd  our  versatile  gymnasium  was  trans- 
formed  into  a  gaily  decorated  tea-room  for  the 
highly  successful  Lilac-Mission  Tea.  It  was  very 
special  because  for  the  first  time  in  eight  years  the 
lilacs  were  in  bloom  on  the  very  day  we  needed 
them.  Most  worthwhile  was  the  formation  of 
"The  Literary  Society"  and  we  hope  that  you  will 
see  it  carried  on  to  "better  things"  now  that  it 
has  been  established.  Besides  these  our  sports 
programme  expanded  considerably  this  year,  to 
the  extent  that  our  school  basketball  team  won 
several  matches. 

Long  will  we  remember  the  lovely  May  morning,  when  we  all  gathered  around  the 
flagpole  for  Morning  Prayers  to  dedicate  our  new  Union  Jack.  As  the  flag  unfurled  it 
seemed  to  form  a  bond  between  all  of  us  participating  in  the  ceremony,  just  as  it  does 
between  all  the  countries  of  the  British  Commonwealth.  In  the  same  way,  our  school 
crest,  now  shining  from  our  blazers,  signifies  a  bond  between  us  here  at  Balmoral  Hall. 
We  must  be  proud  of  our  country  as  we  watch  our  flag  flying,  and  proud  of  our  School 
as  we  wear  its  crest,  remembering  that  "Meliora  Petens"  is  our  aim. 

As  we  prepare  to  leave,  we  say  goodbye  and  a  special  thank  you  to  the  Staff,  the 
Prefects  and  to  Miss  Murrell- Wright,  without  whose  help  this  year  could  not  have  been 
so  happy.  To  those  who  will  be  in  authority  next  year,  and  to  each  one  of  you,  if  you 
keep  in  mind  that  nothing  is  achieved  without  effort,  a  prosperous,  rewarding  year  will 
be  yours. 

With  love, 

Jennifer  and  Barbara 


B  JT 
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Balmoral  Hall> 
June,  1958. 


My  dear  Girls, 

It  is  time  now  to 

Pack  up  your  pencils  in  your  old  School  bag 
And  smile — smile — smile — 

but  I  have  just  a  word  to  say  as  you  set  out  for  three  months  of  comparative  freedom. 

Recreation  is  a  very  necessary  part  of  good  living  and  if  properly  understood  can, 
in  three  months,  be  an  invaluable  part  of  your  life  each  summer  during  your  school  days. 
At  the  very  beginning  of  your  holiday  you  should  have  plans  for  this  re-creating  so  that  you 
will  have  something  to  show  by  September. 

Most  of  you  are  still  growing  and  the  body  needs  a  change  from  sitting  in  a  desk  to 
running  in  great  open  spaces.  May  you  have  many  opportunities  for  such  freedom. 
To  keep  pace  with  such  activity  the  body  will  need  to  be  well  fed,  and  I  can  visualize  the 
tremendous  appetites  that  will  gather  around  your  family  tables,  and  around  campfires 
and  at  shore  picnics. 

Re-creation  of  the  mind  is  important  too.  At  first  the  mind  will  need  a  rest  and 
then  a  change.  Be  sure  that  just  as  your  body  needs  food  so  will  your  mind.  Without 
mental  stimulation  you  will  find  the  days  long,  and  some  of  you  will  soon  be  saying,  "What 
shall  I  do  now?'1  and  towards  the  end  of  the  Summer  you  will  even  be  secretly  glad  that 
School  will  soon  be  calling  you  back. 

Food  for  the  mind — here  are  some  menus.  Plan  to  learn  something  new — in  swimming, 
diving,  sailing,  exploring,  art,  music,  gardening,  cooking  or  housekeeping.  You  can 
add  to  this  list  depending  on  your  plans  for  this  summer,  but  just  remember  that  the  mind 
will  need  food  for  its  re-creation.  It  would  be  a  good  idea  to  include  your  Summer  reading 
in  this  plan  so  that  you  enjoy  at  least  one  book  each  month  and  not  leave  four  books  for 
September. 

When  I  se"  you  in  the  Fall  I  shall  be  interested  to  hear  just  what  you  taught  yourself 
this  Summer  and  how  able  you  are  to  satisfy  your  own  mind  or  how  much  you  depend  on 
entertainment  that  others  create  for  you. 

A  happy  Summer  to  you  all,  and  be  sure,  you  who  are  graduating,  that  I  shall  look  for 
several  rows  of  Old  Girls  to  wish  us  well  as  we  set  out  for  our  New  Year  on  September  10th. 

Affectionately  yours, 


The  Last  Straw 

Silhouetted  sharply  against  the  dying  sun,  the 
man  stood  alone  on  the  rise  of  ground,  gazing  at  the 
parched  land  and  withered  crops.  Then  he 
turned  and,  with  an  air  of  hopelessness,  walked 
back  down  the  way  he  had  come.  The  earth  was 
so  dry  that  every  step  made  clouds  of  brown  dust 
rise.  He  passed  an  old  wagon,  blended  brown 
and  black  from  rust  and  age,  and  nearly  buried 
beneath  the  drifting  soil.  Further  on  lay  the 
bleached  bones  of  a  cow,  picked  clean  by  vultures, 
and  polished  to  a  high  sheen  by  the  wind  and  sun. 

Inside  the  gate  a  few  scrawny  hens  stalked 
around  the  yard,  scratching  in  vain  for  food — seeds 
or  bits  of  grain  left  from  the  morning  rations.  A 
lean  cow,  her  ribs  showing  through  her  hide,  stood 
at  the  drinking  trough  which  was  caked  in  white 
from  the  strong,  alkaline  water.  She  mooed  piti- 
fully,  thrusting  her  once  soft  nose,  now  cracked 
from  the  dryness,  in  search  of  water.  Then  she 
nibbled  hungrily  at  the  dried  weeds  surrounding 
the  base  of  the  trough.  The  man  gave  a  weary 
sigh  as  he  mounted  the  creaking  steps  of  the 
veranda  and  walked  into  the  house.  A  layer  of 
dust  covered  everything,  even  though  an  attempt 
at  cleaning  had  been  made  that  morning.  He 
passed  through  into  the  kitchen  where  his  wife 
was  preparing  supper.  A  large  tin  wash  tub  sat 
at  one  side  of  an  old  stove,  about  half  full  of  water. 

"Jake?  Your  supper's  ready.  You'd  better 
wash." 

"Wash?  In  what?"  he  replied  sarcastically. 
"Can't  use  good  water  just  to  wash  my  hands  .  .  . 
rather  go  dirty." 

"Please,  Jake!  I  know  water  is  precious,  but 
you  don't  have  to  use  much  .  .  .  and  mebbe  .  .  . 
mebbe  it'll  rain  ...  I  saw  nice  black  clouds  just 
before  sunset  .  .  .  mebbe  they'll  come  this  way." 

"You  know  them  clouds  won't  come  this  way! 
We  haven't  had  rain  for  weeks  an'  it  won't  rain 
now  .  .  .  not  when  everything's  ruined  .  .  . 
crops  burnt  out,  cattle  a-dyin'  from  thirst  .  .  . 
Oh,  God!  Why  did  it  have  to  happen  when 
everything  was  going  so  well!  Best  crop  we've 
had  in  years  .  .  .  could  probably  have  made 
enough  for  all  the  things  we  wanted." 


The  woman,  haggard  and  thin,  looked  at  her 
husband  silently.  She  thought  of  the  beginning 
of  the  year  ...  all  the  hopes  for  a  really  good 
crop  ...  all  that  had  been  planned,  the  new 
radio  .  .  .  new  curtains  for  the  living-room,  maybe 
even  a  new  dress!  Then,  the  wind  ...  the 
tireless,  unceasing  wind,  carrying  everything,  all 
hopes  and  plans,  before  it.  Why  had  it  happened? 
Why?  Old  memories  darted  through  her  mind 
.  .  .  their  arrival  five  years  before  ...  all  the 
misfortune,  the  barn  burning  down,  the  fever 
leaving  them  without  their  three  children,  every 
year  something  happening  to  the  crop  .  .  .  and 
still  they  were  struggling  against  death  with  only 
a  few  dollars  left.  .  .  Would  it  ever  end7 

Her  thoughts  were  sharply  interrupted  by  her 
husband. 

"I'm  going  out  to  feed  the  animals.  Where's 
their  water?" 

"Ain't  any  left,"  she  replied  wearily. 

"What?"  he  exclaimed.  "But  they  gotta  have 
water'  .  .  .  Well,  if  there's  none  left  of  theirs, 
we'll  have  to  give  them  some  of  ours !  We  can  last 
out  for  a  day  or  two  on  what  we've  got,  then  I'll 
try  and  buy  some  more  from  the  government  man." 

"A  day  ...  or  two?"  she  asked  doubtfully. 

"Yes.  I  did  try  today,  but  the  supply  was  all 
gone.  He'll  be  getting  more  the  day  after  to- 
morrow .  .  .  We'll  just  have  to  be  more  careful, 
that's  all." 

He  turned  around  fiercely  and  took  up  an  old 
bucket  from  the  back  of  the  porch,  filled  it  half 
full  of  water,  then  tramped  out  of  doors.  His  wife 
sighed  quietly  and  started  clearing  the  table. 

Day  dawned  once  more,  and  just  as  the  sun 
started  its  relentless  trip  across  the  sky,  the  man 
came  out  of  the  lone  weather-beaten  farm-house.  He 
headed  for  the  rickety  shelter  at  one  side  to  feed 
the  animals.  As  he  passed  by,  he  let  the  chickens 
out  of  the  makeshift  hen  house.  In  the  shelter  he 
found  their  only  cow — dead.  In  the  pen,  one  sow 
lay  awkwardly  on  her  side,  grunting  in  pain,  while 
the  other  cowered  in  the  opposite  corner.  He 
examined  the  sick  animal,  fed  the  other,  then 
returned  to  the  house  for  breakfast. 

Before  mounting  the  veranda,  he  went  down, 
took  a  handful  of  dirt,  crumbled  it  between  his 


fingers,  then  looked  up  at  the  clear  sky.  He 
threw  the  remainder  of  the  dirt  distastefully  to  the 
ground,  banged  his  heavy  dust-covered  boots 
against  the  side  of  the  steps,  and  went  into  the 
house  muttering  softly. 

His  wife  sat  in  the  kitchen,  her  head  in  her 
hands,  crying.  As  soon  as  she  heard  her  husband, 
she  hastily  wiped  her  tears  away  on  her  dress. 

"We're  finished,"  she  said.  "We  can't  stay 
here!  The  tub  sprang  a  leak  during  the  night  and 
all  the  water's  gone  .  .  .  not  a  drop  left,  not  even 
for  breakfast!" 

"Oh,  God!  That's  the  last  straw  .  .  .  the 
last  straw  ..." 

The  sun  sank  slowly  behind  the  deserted  farm- 
house.  Its  rays  cast  ominous,  eery  shadows  across 
the  dusty  plain,  and  the  wind  blew  gently  around 
the  corner,  bearing  the  drifting  soil  before  it. 

Shelagh  Kelsey, 
Grade  XII 
Senior  Literary  Competition 
Prize  Story 


One  Diamond  Earring 

"Oh !  There's  the  door  bell,  Andy !  Will  you 
go  down  and  see  who  it  is?  I'll  be  down  in  one 
minute." 

Andy  and  Flora  Robertson  were  having  a 
dinner  party,  and,  as  usual,  Flora  was  not  ready. 
Andy  meekly  went  downstairs  and  greeted  Murray 
Paxton.  After  twenty-five  years  of  living  with 
Flora,  Andy  did  everything  meekly  when  he  was 
at  home.  Murray  was  a  self-centered  individual 
who  thought  life  had  been  cruel  to  him.  He  had 
divorced  his  wife  the  year  before  and  had  been 
regretting  it  ever  since  from  the  financial  point  of 
view.  He  was  a  writer  and  had  sold  a  hundred 
copies  of  one  of  his  eight  books. 

"Hello,  Murray!  So  sorry  I'm  late;  the  usual 
last  minute  details,  you  know." 

"Quite  all  right,  Flora;  we  expect  that  now, 
don't  we?"  Murray  returned  with  a  feeble  laugh. 

Just  then  the  door  bell  announced  Gladys 
Seyton,  middle-aged,  unmarried,  and  successful  in 
the  business  world.  She  always  made  certain 
that  everyone  knew  she  was  happy  and  had  all 
she  wanted  from  life. 

The  last  to  arrive  were  the  Drummonds. 
Charles  was  sensible  and  fun-loving,  but  one  had 
to  be  very  careful  with  Glena.  She  was  easily 
offended  and  if  you  stood  on  one  foot  instead  of 
two,  it  irritated  her.  She  readily  jumped  to 
conclusions,  and  this  often  caused  her  a  great  deal 
of  trouble  and  embarrassment. 


"Would  you  like  a  drink,  Glena?"  Andy  asked, 
and  seemed  surprised  that  it  had  actually  come 
from  him. 

"Please,  Andy,  I'll  have  a  Scotch  and  soda. 
How  are  you,  Gladys?  Haven't  seen  you  for 
ages." 

"Got  to  keep  right  to  the  grindstone,  you  know. 
How  have  you  been  keeping?" 

"Oh,  just  fair;  nerves,  you  know.  They're 
beginning  to  act  up  again." 

"That's  too  bad,  dear.  It'll  clear  up  soon, 
though.     It  always  has,  anyway." 

Flora  quickly  turned  the  conversation  to  the 
children,  and  Murray  settled  down  to  expound  his 
views  on  the  election.  When  dinner  was  an- 
nounced, Glena  ran  upstairs  to  'freshen  up."  She 
got  her  comb  and  lipstick  from  her  handbag  and 
went  to  the  mirror.  With  a  gasp  of  horror,  she 
realized  that  one  diamond  earring  was  missing. 
They  were  family  heirlooms  and,  she  claimed, 
almost  priceless.  If  her  nerves  had  ever  suffered, 
they  suffered  now.     What  was  she  to  do? 

Her  first  thought  was  Charles.  Why  was  he 
not  here  when  she  wanted  him?  She  took  a  nerve 
pill,  and  then  she  hit  on  a  wonderful  plan.  She 
would  observe  everyone  at  the  dinner  table,  and, 
without  arousing  suspicion,  find  out  which  one 
had  stolen  her  earring. 

She  began  her  observations  as  soon  as  she  sat 
down,  starting  with  Murray.  "He  was  in  the 
library  with  me.  He  could  have  seen  it  drop. 
What  have  I  done  to  him  to  deserve  this?  Wait! 
.  .  .  Would  he  remember?  Twenty  years  is  a  long 
time  to  hold  a  grudge  .  .  .  still,  knowing  Murray 
...  I  know  just  what  he's  thinking  now.  'I've 
fixed  her.  Serves  her  right.'  What  a  perfectly 
dreadful  thing  to  do!  He's  so  nervous;  look  how 
he  plays  with  his  glass  and  spoon." 

Gladys  next  caught  her  attention.  "Gladys 
doesn't  believe  these  gems  are  real.  I'll  bet  that 
she  stole  one  to  check  and  see  if  it  is  genuine.  It 
would  be  just  like  her.  I  can  tell  from  the  way 
she  watches  me  that  she  has  something  on  her 
mind." 

Poor  Glena  hardly  heard  the  conversation 
going  on  around  her,  and  she  ate  practically 
nothing.  "Perhaps  it  was  Andy,"  she  thought. 
"He  gambles  a  lot;  I  wonder  if  he  lost  last  night? 
How  can  I  tell  if  it  was  Andy?  He  wouldn't  have 
enough  sense  to  take  the  earring,  but  he  had  the 
best  chance.  Oh !  Andy,  why  do  you  always  have 
to  look  so  stupid  and  blank?  You  make  me  so 
angry;  do  something  that  will  give  you  away, 
please." 

Then  it  dawned  on  her.  "Of  course'  Flora. 
Why  didn't  I  think  of  her  before?  She's  jealous  of 
me.     Those  looks  she  always  gives  me;  calls  me 
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darling  all  the  time;  doesn't  mean  a  word  of  it. 
She's  deteimined  to  get  even  with  me,  and  she 
thinks  this  is  the  way  to  do  it.  I'll  fix  her.  I'll 
accuse  her  right  now." 

The  maid  came  in  and  spoke  quietly  to  Flora. 

"Glena,"  Flora  said,  "telephone  for  you." 
Glena  was  irritated  by  the  interruption,  but  she 
had  no  choice  but  to  go. 

"Hello,"  she  said  sharply. 

"Mrs.  Drummond,  this  is  Mary.  You  left  in 
such  a  hurry  that  you  forgot  one  of  your  ear- 
rings .  .  ." 

Margaret  Gillespie 
Grade  XII 


A  Royal  Occasion 

Having  planned  an  exciting  Thanskgiving 
week-end  at  Virden  with  a  friend,  I  was  not  al- 
together pleased  to  learn  that  I  was  going  to 
Ottawa  instead.  It  seems  odd  now  to  remember 
my  gloom  at  the  thought  of  the  tedious  hours  in  the 
train,  and  even  stranger,  my  regrets  for  the  algebra 
and  geography  tests  I  should  miss.  However,  as 
soon  as  I  arrived  in  Ottawa  and  felt  the  excitement 
everywhere,  I  was  glad,  for  once,  that  the  decision 
had  not  rested  with  me. 

Countless  impressions  crowd  my  mind  as  I 
recall  that  week-end,  but,  above  them  all,  stands  the 
Monday  morning  when  we  waited  near  the 
Parliament  Buildings  to  watch  the  Queen  drive 
past  on  her  way  to  open  the  Canadian  Parliament. 
There  was  so  much  to  see  that  the  hours  passed 
quickly  until  the  moment  when  the  Army,  Navy, 
and  Air  Force  guards  of  honour  came  smartly  to 
attention,  and  we  knew  that  the  Royal  coach  was 
near. 

It  was  a  warm,  sunny  day,  so  the  Queen  rode 
in  an  open  coach,  with  scarlet-coated  mounties 
trotting  gaily  before  her  on  blue-black  horses. 
She  wore  her  Coronation  gown  and  a  diamond 
tiara,  and  on  the  blue  ribbon  of  the  Order  of  the 
Garter  were  the  diamond  maple  leaf  brooch,  and 
the  fleur  de  lis  pin  given  her  by  the  people  of 
Quebec.  As  the  sun  glinted  on  the  diamonds, 
and  her  Majesty  waved  regally,  a  hush  fell  on 
the  crowd,  but  in  a  moment  the  warmth  and 
friendliness  of  her  smile  brought  forth  wild  cheers. 
Children  jumped  up  and  down  with  delight,  and  a 
Frenchman  called,  "Hello,  Elizabeth!  Comment 
ca  va?" 

I  saw  the  Queen  four  times  during  that  hectic 
weekend;  at  the  Cenotaph,  at  Government  House, 
and  on  the  lovely  Driveway,  and  each  time  at 
very  close  range,  but  this  was  the  most  thrilling 
moment  of  all,  and  I  shall  never  forget  it. 

Pamela  MacCharles, 
Grade  X 


Le  Printemps 

C'est  le  printemps!  Le  ciel  est  bleu,  l'herbe 
est  verte,  et  les  fleurs  s'epanouissent.  Dans  le 
pare  les  oiseaux  chantent,  et  les  amoureux  se 
promettent  d'etre  toujours  fideles.  Tout  est 
tranquille. 

Mais,  qu'est-ce  qui  arrive?  J'entends  le 
tonnerre.  Je  vois  le  foudre.  La  pluie  com- 
mence a  tomber.  C'est  un  orage !  Les  amoureux 
quittent  rapidement  le  pare.  Les  oiseaux  cherchent 
l'abri.  Les  enfants  courent  a  la  maison.  Le  pare 
est  desert. 

Maintenant  1'orage  est  termine.  Le  soleil 
brille  encore.  Les  oiseaux  recommencent  a  chanter. 
Les  enfants  jouent  joyeusement  et  les  amoureux  se 
baisent.  Oui,  le  printemps  est  la  plus  belle 
seaison  de  l'annee. 

Brenda  How  at, 
Grade  IX 


The  Deer 


Over  the  hill  and  through  the  trees, 

I  saw  them  run  with  graceful  ease 

'Til  all  but  one  of  them  disappeared. 

He  raised  his  head  and  at  me  peered 

With  soft  brown  eyes.     He  lingered  there, 

And  then  for  a  moment  he  sniffed  the  air. 

He  nipped  the  flowers  around  his  feet, 

And  then  with  joy,  relinquished  his  treat. 

He  stood  very  still,  but  then  with  a  bound 

Crossed  the  hill;  after  glancing  around, 

He  came  my  way  and  stopped  at  my  side. 

I  raised  my  hand  and  smoothed  his  hide; 

I  felt  his  ears  and  his  cold  damp  nose, 

He  nuzzled  my  hand  and  nuzzled  my  toes. 

I  heard  a  rustling  in  the  trees; 

I  looked  at  him  and  saw  him  freeze; 

I  saw  his  muscles  tense  and  harden, 

And  with  a  leap  he  left  our  garden. 

But  before  he  reached  the  top  of  the  hill, 

A  shot  rang  out.  He  leaped  and  lay  still. 

My  heart  felt  sick;  before  I  knew 

It,  I  was  beside  him.     I  knelt  in  the  dew 

Of  the  flowers;  he  did  not  stir. 

I  buried  my  face  in  the  soft,  white  fur 

Of  his  neck,  now  stained  with  blood. 

In  a  minute  or  so  beside  me  stood 

Two  men  whose  rifles  were  fresh  with  smoke ; 

Together  they  stood,  but  neither  spoke. 

I  stood  and  faced  them;  my  eyes  were  grim, 

And  my  face  questioned,  "Why  killed  you  him?" 

But  without  an  answer,  I  left  the  scene, 

Where,  a  short  while  before,  we  two  had  been 

Happy  together  under  the  trees, 

Now  crying  sadly  in  the  breeze. 

Donna  Day  Washington, 
Grade  X 
Senior  Literary  Competition 
Prize  Poem 
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The  Unexpected 

It  had  been  a  warm  and  bright  summer  day. 
A  gentle  breeze  played  over  the  lake  sending 
ripples  scurrying  like  a  school  of  fish  dispersed  by 
the  slightest  hint  of  danger.  The  sun,  the  sea, 
the  sky  and  the  land  all  reflected  the  quiet  beauty 
of  the  verdant  months. 

As  we  slowly  made  our  way  over  the  still  blue 
water,  view  after  view  of  unparallelled  beauty  met 
our  eyes.  Tiny  symmetrical  islands  surrounded  by 
softly-lapping  water,  jagged  weather-beaten  boul- 
ders sharply  outlined  against  the  noon  day  sun, 
shimmering  rainbow-coloured  fish  gliding  through 
the  clear  waters,  and  the  bold  contrast  of  brilliant 
white  sails  with  the  deep  blue  waters  of  the  lake, 
all  stirred  us  to  the  quick  and  were  lastingly  im- 
pressed upon  our  minds. 

Our  day  was  spent  in  peace  and  contentment, 
fishing,  swimming,  and  enjoying  all  nature.  But 
as  the  sun  slowly  sank  in  the  west,  disaster  fell. 
In  our  intent  gazing,  we  had  carelessly  come  too 
close  to  shore,  and  only  when  a  rippling,  splintering 
noise  tore  in  our  ears,  did  we  see  the  water  rushing 
into  the  stern  of  our  craft.  We  frantically  began 
to  bail  and  row  away  from  the  danger  zone. 

We  were  managing  to  maintain  the  water  at 
ankle  level,  but  we  knew  we  could  not  keep  this 
up  for  any  great  length  of  time.  Then  my  quick- 
thinking  companions  suggested  that  they  bail  and 
I  attempt  to  mend  the  hole,  or  at  least  temporarily 
plug  it.  Catching  sight  of  a  board  and  rag  under 
one  of  the  seats,  I  clapped  them  down  over  the 
hole,  and  pushed  firmly,  feeling  like  a  poor  counter- 
part' of  the  brave  little  Dutch  boy.  The  water 
at  last  ceased  pouring  in,  and  a  steady  but  small 
stream  of  water  took  its  place.  With  makeshift 
strappings,  we  fastened  the  "plug"  into  the  hole 
so  that  it  would  not  have  to  be  constantly  held. 
We  were  safe  at  last. 

We  soon  realized,  however,  that  in  our  pre- 
occupation we  had  drifted  into  unfamiliar  waters. 
Anxiously  we  scanned  the  horizon  for  landmarks. 
Not  a  trace  was  to  be  seen.  Oh,  why  had  we  not 
watched  where  we  were  going?  What  should 
we  do  now?  It  was  getting  dark,  and  before 
long  we  could  barely  see  where  land  began  and 
water  ended.  For  over  an  hour  we  rowed  in  a 
direction  we  thought  might  lead  us  back,  but 
without  avail.  Exhausted  almost  beyond  caring, 
our  food  and  clothes  drenched,  we  decided  to 
anchor  and  remain  out  for  the  night,  and  start 
again  in  daylight. 

It  seemed  best  to  pass  the  island  immediately 
ahead  and  then  pull  in  to  shore.  We  all  worked 
hard,  and  had  just  rounded  the  island  and  were 
about  to  look  for  a  landing  place,  when  lo,  there 
stood  our  own  boathouse  and  dock.  Oh  joy! 
Oh  heaven '     No  wonder,  though,  that  we  had  not 


recognized  the  surroundings;  we  had  never  before 
approached  home  from  this  particular  direction. 
With  choking  breath  we  swiftly  bridged  the  last 
distance  to  the  dock,  and  climbing  upon  solid 
boards,  could  now  laugh  over  what,  moments 
before,  we  could  hardly  face. 

Signe  Salzberg 
Grade  X 


Night  Flight 

Airborne!  The  airplane  took  off  from  the 
runway,  heading  straight  into  the  blazing  inferno 
of  an  autumn  sunset.  As  we  gained  altitude,  pin- 
points of  light  began  to  appear  below  on  the 
miniature  landscape,  and  suddenly  we  were 
enveloped  in  darkness.  The  blackened  landscape 
receded  from  view  as  we  began  climbing  through  a 
heavy  cloud  bank,  higher  and  higher  heavenwards. 
Like  a  flash  we  broke  through  the  cloud,  and  there, 
stretched  before  us,  lay  a  new,  silent  world,  radiant 
with  moonlight.  A  thin  wisp  of  cloud  drifted 
past  the  window — not  an  ordinary  cloud,  but 
gilded  with  moonbeams,  as  though  it  were  a 
curious  angel,  peering  questioningly  at  this  noisy 
intruder. 

Soon,  off  in  the  distance,  stars  began  twinkling, 
as  the  lights  of  heaven  were  illuminated  by  an 
invisible  lamplighter.  Soaring  still  higher,  we 
seemed  to  ascend  right  into  the  midst  of  the  starry 
host.  It  seemed  there  were  stars  all  around  us, 
and  if  one  could  extend  a  hand  through  the  well- 
sealed  window,  one  could  almost  pluck  a  handful 
of  glitter. 

The  huge  void  without  appeared  to  absorb  the 
roaring  of  the  plane,  for  it  began  to  grow  quiet,  and 
most  of  the  passengers  dozed,  lulled  by  the  steady 
hum  of  the  motors. 

In  my  seemingly  drugged  state,  I  began  to 
wonder  and  to  question.  In  our  own  world,  far 
removed  from  this  beauty,  was  war,  hatred,  poverty 
and  unhappiness.  Why,  when  through  a  few 
thousand  feet  of  space  this  serenity  could  be 
attained,  could  not  the  same  exist  on  earth?  Was 
it  because  of  man's  mind?  Yet  if  man's  mind 
could  produce  such  a  wonderful  machine  as  our 
silver  bird,  which  enables  us  to  leave  our  own 
marred  planet,  and  to  ascend  into  God's  realm  to 
glimpse  how  God  must  have  meant  our  world  to 
be,  it  could  surely  conceive  a  solution  to  these 
problems. 

Then  light  began  to  creep  in  through  the 
window.  Fists  were  rubbed  in  sleepy  eyes, 
dreams  and  thoughts  were  forgotten.  Even  as 
we  looked,  the  stars  faded  from  our  sight.  The 
moon  had  disappeared  but  the  last  rays  seemed  to 
linger  in  the  dark  corners  of  the  aircraft.     Before 
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long  there  were  no  traces  left  of  the  paradise 
which  had  enthralled  us  such  a  short  time  before. 
Descending  through  the  clouds,  washed  clean 
and  billowy  white  by  the  night  rain,  we  entered 
once  more  into  our  own  world,  resolved  to  do  our 
part  in  its  badly-needed  improvement.  We  taxied 
along  the  runway,  heading  straight  into  the  glaring 
glory  of  an  autumn  sunrise. 

Jennifer  Young, 
Grade  XII 


Two  O'clock 


"The  moon  again !  Why  can't  we  remember  to 
pull  down  the  blinds?"  Sandy  muttered  sleepily, 
seething  with  anger.  She  sat  up  to  look  at  her 
watch.  Two  o'clock.  "Where  in  the  world  does 
it  find  the  pep  to  shine  so  brightly  at  this  hour?" 
There  was  a  movement  from  the  shapeless  blob 
in  the  bed  opposite.  "Val?"  she  whispered 
tentatively. 

Another  moment  and  a  sleepy  reply  came, 
"What?" 

"Are  you  awake?" 

"No." 

Sandy  was  contemplating  reading  in  the  closet 
until  she  got  sleepy  again,  when  her  ears  caught  the 
low  sounds  of  conversation  from  the  room  next 
door.  She  threw  off  her  covers  and  padded 
quietly,  with  bare  feet,  to  the  door.  "Turn  the 
handle  to  the  left,"  she  reminded  herself;  "it 
squeaks  to  the  right." 

"Hey1"  she  called  in  a  stage  whisper,  "You 
awake  in  there?" 

"Hi,  Sandy,  did  the  moon  wake  you  too? 
Come  on  in !  We're  going  to  have  a  party.  Karen 
got  her  food  parcel  today."  The  three  not-so- 
hushed  voices  of  Karen,  Sue,  and  Ginny  welcomed 
her. 

They  sat  in  a  circle  around  the  array  of  cookies, 
fruit,  and  candy,  and  chatted  and  munched  con- 
tentedly  until  someone  casually  said,  "There's 
nothing  better  than  cheese  Ritz,  biscuits  and 
tomato  soup."  Karen  added  that  chicken  noodle 
was  her  favourite.  An  inspired  look  appeared  on 
Sue's  face  and  she  burst  into  smothered  gales  of 
laughter.  "Anybody  want  a  bowl  of  chicken 
noodle  soup?"  she  gasped. 

"What's  so  funny  about  that?"  asked  Sandy. 

"I  have  a  package  of  it  in  my  drawer,  that's  all." 

Sandy  still  failed  to  see  the  humour,  but  Karen 
and  Ginny  both  exclaimed,  "Sure!  Why  not?" 
Then  they  explained  the  secret.  Karen  was  the 
proud  possessor  of  a  popcorn  popper  which  could 
be  used  with  equal  success  for  soup. 

Karen  dived  into  the  closet  and,  after  a  frantic 
minute  of  muffled  searching,  she  emerged  trium- 
phant, clutching  the  popper  in  her  hand. 

The  moon  shone  with  all  its  radiance  through 
the  bars  of  the  fire  escape  on  the  four  conspirators 


as  they  sat  in  a  huddle  planning  their  escapade. 
Karen  was  delegated  to  get  water  from  the  bath- 
room, Sue  was  to  crawl  under  the  bunk  to  plug  in 
the  popper,  and  Sandy  and  Ginny  drew  the  task  of 
creeping  down  to  the  pantry  for  spoons. 

The  two  girls  crept  soundlessly  down  the  hall 
and  negotiated  the  stairs  past  the  housemother's 
door  safely.  The  next  flight  was  more  hazardous 
since  several  steps  creaked.  Approaching  foot- 
steps sent  the  girls  scurrying  into  the  infirmary  as 
the  night  watchman  went  past  on  his  hourly 
round.  They  heard  a  metallic  click  when  he 
clocked  his  station  on  the  third  floor. 

The  first  floor  finally  attained,  Sandy  stood 
guard  while  Ginny  swung  open  the  pantry  door 
and  slid  like  an  eel  through  the  narrow  space. 
Thankful  now  for  the  light  of  the  much-maligned 
moon,  she  peered  inquiringly  into  several  drawers 
before  striking  the  right  one.  Seconds  later,  she 
reappeared,  four  spoons  held  triumphantly  aloft. 

As  the  two  climbed  the  stairs,  their  expectant 
nostrils  caught  the  faint  aroma  of  chicken  noodle 
soup.  It  seemed  incongruous  to  be  creeping  up- 
stairs in  pyjamas  with  hair  in  pins,  and  to  be 
smelling  soup  in  a  girls'  residence  at  two  o'clock 
in  the  morning. 

Sue  and  Karen  were  already  testing  the  tempera- 
ture of  the  soup  and  the  tenderness  of  the  noodles 
with  eager  fingers.  The  brew  was  pronounced 
ready,  spoons  were  doled  out,  and  the  feast  began. 

The  striking  of  the  big  grandfather  clock  re- 
minded the  girls  that  only  four  short  hours  away 
lay  a  new,  full  day.  Sandy  hurriedly  said,  "Good 
morning!"  and  crept  back  to  bed. 

Shirley  Donaldson, 
Grade  X 


The  Voyage  That  Made  A  Nation 

Her  name  was  Elizabeth  Anne  Brownell.  She 
had  never  left  home  in  all  her  seventeen  years, 
and  she  was  frightened.  She  stood  at  the  ship's 
rail  and  watched  the  bustle  of  sailors  and  travellers, 
a  million  thoughts  whirling  through  her  mind. 
"Is  sailing  dangerous?  What  will  it  be  like  to  live 
in  a  new  land7  Would  she  ever  again  see  the 
little  bake  shop  on  the  corner,  the  misty  after- 
noons, or  lazy  London  on  a  Sunday  morn?" 

As  the  ship  drew  away  from  the  shore  of  her 
homeland,  the  tears  swelled  in  her  eyes.  She 
looked  back  and  thought,  "I  have  left  dear  England 
for  a  cause,  and  if  the  good  Lord  wishes  it,  I  shall 
arrive  safely  in  the  New  Land."  Turning  her  back 
to  the  land,  and  squaring  her  shoulders,  she  bravely 
faced  her  new  life. 

His  name  was  Daniel  Kummer,  and  standing 
just  inside  the  borders  of  Holland,  he  looked  back 
towards  his  homeland.  For  all  the  trouble  and 
sorrow  she  had  caused  him  in  his  short  twenty 
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years  of  life,  he  still  loved  Germany,  and  it  was 
with  a  heavy  sigh  that  he  turned  and  left  his 
country  behind  for  ever. 

Weeks  later,  as  he  entered  Amsterdam,  it 
seemed  to  him  the  largest  place  in  the  world  and 
he  felt  suddenly  lost.  He  wandered  through  the 
streets,  stopping  passers-by  with  his  one  Dutch 
word,  and  in  German  and  English  trying  to  explain 
that  he  wanted  a  place  to  stay.  But  they  only 
shook  their  heads  or  shrugged  their  shoulders. 
Towards  sundown,  when  he  was  tired  and  dis- 
couraged,  he  saw  a  tall,  fair  man  walking  down  a 
little  side  street.  Once  again  Daniel  called  the 
only  Dutch  word  he  knew,  "Mynheer!" 

The  man  did  not  respond,  and  so  he  tried, 
"Sir!" 

The  man  turned,  holding  in  his  hand  a  tall, 
black,  Puritan  hat,  and  answered  in  English, 
"Didst  thou  call  me,  sir?11 

From  that  time  on  they  were  friends.  The 
man's  name  was  Thomas  Berkley  and  he  and  his 
family  had  come  from  England  because  of  certain 
religious  laws,  but  in  the  fall  they  were  going  to 
America.  Daniel  stayed  with  Thomas,  delivering 
home-made  pies  to  help  support  the  family  who  had 
been  so  kind  to  him,  and  when  fall  came,  Thomas 
persuaded  him  to  go  to  America  with  them. 
Consequently,  in  mid-August,  he  boarded  the 
boat  at  Amsterdam,  a  Berkley  child  in  each  arm. 

On  the  second  day  at  sea,  he  was  admiring  a 
silver  plate  on  the  bridge,  which  read,  The  Princess 
Angustus,  when  he  heard  a  sailor  say,  "We'll  be 
back  in  Holland  within  the  fortnight  if  the  weather 
holds." 

"Aye,"  said  his  friend  as  he  turned  up  his 
collar  against  the  raw  salt-water  spray  that  lashed 
at  his  face  and  neck. 

"How  could  the  ship  return  so  soon?"  won- 
dered Daniel,  and  when  he  sought  an  explanation, 
they  told  him  that  the  passengers  were  to  be 
transferred  to  another  ship  at  Land's  End,  England. 

Anne  Brownell  was  wondering  why  the  ship 
had  stopped  so  long  off  the  coast  of  Land's  End, 
when  she  saw  the  boat  from  the  anchored  Princess 
Angustus,  with  its  load  of  Pilgrims,  coming 
towards  them.  As  they  climbed  over  the  rope 
rail  of  the  ship,  she  greeted  the  Pilgrims  and  helped 
tired  mothers  with  their  small  children.  She 
noticed  that  one  of  the  men  was  not  a  Puritan, 
but  was  tall  and  fair  and  dressed  in  tan-coloured 
cloth.  He  was  speaking  softly  to  two  of  the 
Pilgrim  children  in  heavily  accented  English,  but 
as  he  passed,  he  bowed  and  smiled  to  her. 

He  had  first  seen  Anne  as  he  climbed  over  the 
rail  of  the  new  ship.  She  was  wearing  a  green 
dress  trimmed  with  lace,  and  her  hair  was  piled 
high  on  her  bead.  She  was  greeting  the  travellers, 
and  as  he  passed  her,  he  bowed  and  smiled.  After 
eight  days  at  sea,  Anne  and  Daniel  were  the  best 
of  friends.     They  stood  together  on  the  deck, 


laughing  as  each  gust  of  wind  which  brought  them 
closer  to  the  new  land,  dashed  the  fresh  salt-sea 
spray  in  their  faces.  They  read  to  each  other  or 
talked  during  storms  when  the  ship  tossed  on  a 
blackened  sea. 

It  seemed  like  years  to  Anne  before  she  heard 
the  long-awaited  words  of,  "Land  Ahoy !"  Through 
the  early  morning  mist,  she  could  see  the  rugged 
coast,  and  hear  the  lonely  call  of  the  gulls  that 
circled  the  ship  looking  for  food. 

Later,  helping  her  into  the  small  pilot  boat  and 
sitting  in  front  of  her  to  shield  her  from  the  driz- 
zling rain,  Daniel  realized  how  wonderfully  glad 
and  how  lucky  he  was  to  have  someone  to  face  his 
new  life  with  him. 

At  last  Anne  heard  the  bow  scraping  the 
sand,  and  before  she  knew  it,  she  was  lifted  by 
Daniel's  strong  arms  and  was  placed  on  her  feet 
on  the  soft,  cool  sand  of  North  America.  She  had 
left  England  alone,  but  now  with  Daniel  she  was 
no  longer  alone.  It  was  a  good  way  to  start  a 
new  life,  she  thought. 

Anne  and  Daniel,  hand  in  hand,  looked  back 
over  the  misty,  grey  waters.  They  would  always 
remember  this  day,  and  years  later,  grandchildren 
would  tell  great-grandchildren  how  Anne  and 
Daniel  had  been  passengers  on  the  historic  voyage 
of  the  "Mayflower." 

Judith  Harris, 
Grade  IX 
Intermediate  Literary  Competition 
Prize  Story 
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On  Being  a  Wallflower 

Only  those  with  true  Wallflower  tendencies 
can  achieve  perfection  in  this  art.  The  predestined 
Wallflower  can  be  detected  by  her  unimposmg 
entrance  and  her  hasty  withdrawal  to  a  dark 
corner  of  the  dance  floor.  Despite  her  shyness, 
she  has  high  hopes  for  a  glorious  evening,  with  men 
fighting  for  each  dance.  But  two  unhappy  hours 
later,  the  dream  of  even  one  dance  diminishes  and 
her  spirits  wilt.  The  Wallflower  sneaks  furtively 
home,  unnoticed  and  unescorted.  She  continues, 
however,  to  go  to  dances,  as  only  real  Wallflowers 
do. 

Since  each  occasion  ends  in  the  same  way,  the 
young  potential  acquires  one  of  two  predominant 
traits.  She  may  either  sit  in  Victorian  straightness, 
her  unseeing  eyes  peering  directly  ahead,  or  she 
may  assume  a  look  of  challenge,  daring  any  boy  to 
ask  her  to  dance.  Both  of  these  habits  frighten 
away  any  possible  escort.  But  these  disheartening 
experiences  become  easier  to  bear,  and  it  is  when 
the  Wallflower  looks  forward  to  a  dance  for  other 
than  dancing  that  she  becomes  an  acknowledged 
professional.  Many  people  find  this  difficult  to 
believe.  They  cannot  understand  why  anyone, 
however  dull,  would  not  want  to  dance.  Obviously 
they  are  not  Wallflowers,  hard,  callous  Wallflowers. 

It  is  some  time  before  the  girl  realizes  this 
change  in  herself.  She  only  knows  that  she  has 
become  quite  an  authority  on  the  styles  of  various 
orchestras  and  the  specialties  of  several  caterers. 
She  may  even  find  herself  smiling  faintly  when  she 
notices  a  blonde,  definitely  peroxided,  wiggling 
excessively  in  a  black  clinging  sheath.  Another 
source  of  amusement  occurs  when  a  jiver  slips  on 
the  highly  polished  dance-floor,  sustaining  a  nasty 
fall. 

But  the  Wallflower's  greatest  triumph  in  ball- 
room observation  comes  when  she  learns  to  classify 
men.  Those  who  brush  past  her,  their  inflated 
egos  almost  visible,  she  places  in  category  one, 
"The  Great  I  Ams."  This  type  she  can  tell  at  a 
glance  by  their  swagger  and  debonair  manner.  In 
class  two,  are  the  males  who  walk  up  to  her,  filling 
her  Wallflower  heart  with  hope,  and  choose  the 
belle  behind  her.  She  despises  these  men  utterly 
and  names  them  "The  Sneaks."  "The  Weaklings" 
are  the  third  group.  They  are  the  species  who 
start  towards  her,  pause,  take  another  step,  peer 
closely  and  in  a  wild,  uncontrolled  movement,  rush 
in  the  opposite  direction.  The  above  types  of  men 
the  Wallflower  ignores,  but  there  is  a  fourth  for 
whom  she  has  only  contempt.  They  are  entitled 
"The  Herd."  These  despicable  creatures,  the 
lowest  in  male  life,  in  her  opinion,  cling  together  in 
a  small  knot,  disregarding  all  girls.  It  has  never 
been  decided  whether  they  are  frightened  to  walk 
alone  across  the  dance  floor  or  whether  they  abhor 
the  entire  female  sex.     Whichever  it  is,  the  Wall- 


flower considers  them  cowards  and  smiles  her  grim 
smile  as  they  leave,  en  masse,  for  the  supper  table. 
But  the  ascetic  life  of  every  Wallflower  must 
end  when  a  man,  impervious  to  her  glare  or  in  an 
equally  desperate  situation,  chooses  her  to  be  his 
waltz  partner.  Then  she  will  dance  from  the 
Wallflower  ranks,  she  will  smile  again,  and,  being 
merely  mortal,  she  will  forget  her  sisters  and  will 
scorn  them. 

Linda  Riddell, 
Grade  XI 


Blizzard  of  Death 

Life  in  early  Canada  was  not  easy.  It  involved 
many  hardships  and  heartbreaks.  Settlers  lived 
and  died  to  build  this  nation,  and  Doctor  Mc- 
Carther  was  among  the  most  courageous.  He  and 
his  family  lived  in  a  small  village  in  Quebec. 

One  typical  mid-winter  day  snow  fell  steadily 
against  the  McCarther 's  primitive  homestead,  and 
the  wind  rattled  the  doors.  Doctor  McCarther 
finished  packing  his  coonskin  kit  and  pulled  on  his 
old  beaver  coat.  He  had  just  received  an  urgent 
message  from  a  neighbour  that  the  mother  of  new 
homesteaders  was  seriously  ill.  His  wife  looked  at 
him  anxiously  and  urged,  "Dear,  hadn't  you  better 
wait  at  least  another  day  until  the  storm  dies 
down?  You  know  Molly's  footing  isn't  very 
secure  in  deep  snow." 

"No,"  he  replied  firmly,  "I  am  in  good  health 
and  strong  enough  to  make  the  trip  even  if  the 
horse  fails."  All  calls  for  medical  aid,  no  matter 
when  they  came  or  where  they  would  take  him, 
were  vitally  important  to  John  McCarther,  and  he 
never  allowed  such  a  difficulty  as  bad  weather  to 
stop  him.  Having  kissed  his  family  goodbye,  he 
opened  the  door  and  started  towards  the  shed 
where  Molly  was  waiting.  A  biting  gust  of 
wind  greeted  him,  stinging  his  leathery  skin,  and 
blinding  his  eyes  for  a  moment. 

The  first  few  miles  were  the  worst,  since  the 
roads  had  disappeared  under  the  drifting  snow, 
and  direction  could  not  be  determined.  He 
realized  that  Molly  would  have  to  follow  the 
route  to  French's  creek  by  instinct.  Constantly 
the  horse  stumbled,  jerking  the  sled  and  almost 
throwing  her  passenger  into  the  snow.  The 
violent  wind  blew  drifts  of  snow  into  the  open 
sled,  so  McCarther,  with  only  a  fur  blanket  and 
heavy  clothing  for  warmth,  pulled  the  cover  more 
tightly  around  his  legs  and  shouted  encouraging 
words  to  the  old  horse.  His  clothing  and  cover 
soon  became  inadequate.  His  face  and  feet  were 
frozen  numb  and  a  chill  was  gradually  spreading 
through  his  very  bones. 

While  wind  and  snow  continued  to  beat 
against  the  doctor,  and  no  sign  of  the  woods 
could  be  seen,  McCarther  became  doubtful  of  the 
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direction  in  which  they  were  travelling.  "We 
should  be  in  the  wood  soon,"  he  thought,  "then 
perhaps  the  trees  will  shelter  us  a  little." 

The  fierce  wind  and  blinding  snow  were  not 
the  only  difficulties  facing  Doctor  McCarther,  for 
he  began  to  feel  sleepy,  then  strange,  weird 
thoughts  entered  his  mind,  and  the  monotonous 
white  wall  of  snow  was  becoming  a  burden  to  his 
eyes.  Often,  when  he  felt  drowsy,  his  wife's  face 
appeared  before  the  sled  in  a  mirage. 

As  they  passed  through  the  woods,  the  force 
of  the  wind  was  broken  to  some  extent,  but 
another  danger  arose.  Great  piles  of  snow  falling 
from  the  trees  would  often  land  in  the  sled.  Molly 
halted  when  she  came  to  the  creek  at  the  edge  of 
the  tree  line,  but  with  a  word  of  encouragement 
from  her  master,  she  proceeded  cautiously  to  cross 
the  frozen  ice.  John  said  a  silent  prayer  for  the 
horse's  safety.  No  sooner  had  he  finished,  than 
Molly's  right  foot  slipped  and  she  tumbled  on  the 
ice  with  a  dreadful  cry  of  pain,  sending  the  doctor 
sprawling  too.  Uninjured,  John  staggered  to  his 
feet.  He  took  a  bottle  of  ether  from  his  bag  and 
approached  old  Molly,  who  was  lying  in  anguish. 
Reluctantly,  he  poured  out  the  contents,  knowing 
that  a  horse  with  a  broken  leg  in  a  growing  blizzard, 
and  five  miles  from  the  nearest  shelter,  would  have 
had  no  chance  of  survival. 

Now  the  problem  of  his  own  survival  faced 
McCarther.  "Shall  I  go  on,  or  return  home?" 
He  pondered  a  moment,  then  decided  to  continue, 
for  again  devotion  to  his  work  gave  him  renewed 
courage. 

Walking  was  difficult  and  slow  without  snow- 
shoes,  so  John  travelled  very  little  distance  in  the 
next  hour.  His  legs  ached  from  the  cold  and  with 
each  step  he  sank  down  into  the  deep  drifts. 
Again  he  felt  the  temptation  to  sleep,  but  with 
the  thought  of  the  sick  woman  waiting  for  him, 
he  plunged  onwards  in  the  raging  storm  in  a  semi- 
conscious state.  Gradually  his  courage  and  physi- 
cal strength  weakened,  his  limbs  became  immovable, 
and  the  doctor's  will  to  live  faded  as  sleep  con- 
quered his  exhausted  frame. 

An  anxious  week  of  worry  passed  for  Agnes 
McCarther,  wondering  if  her  husband  would 
return  or  if  he  were  lying  dead  in  the  snow.  When 
these  doubts  could  be  contained  within  her  soul  no 
longer,  she  resolved  to  tell  the  next  visitor. 

A  few  days  later,  a  party  of  neighbors  was 
formed  and  the  task  of  finding  Doctor  McCarther 
began. 

Not  until  spring  was  the  body  found.  It  lay 
one  quarter  of  a  mile  from  its  destination.  Yes. 
Doctor  John  McCarther,  like  so  many  of  the  early 
settlers,  had  lost  the  battle  against  the  forces  of 
nature. 

Margaret  Gooder, 
Grade  IX 


Liberty 

Our  lot  was  servant  to  the  King 

And  nobles. 

We  dressed  in  rags  of  dirt  and  grime 

And  filth. 

All  men  worked  hard,  and  harder  still, 

But  starved. 

Because  the  King  loved  riches  well, 

We  suffered. 

Then  bitterness  became  too  great 

To  bear. 

Our  hate  gave  strength  unto  our  arms 

At  last. 

And  so,  with  hate,  we  started  out 

To  slay 

All  those  oppressors.     One  by  one 

They  fell; 

Their  blood  looked  red  upon  our  knives 

And  swords. 

Revenge  was  sweet,  and  grew  unchecked. 

We  watched 

The  guillotine  give  up  her  dead 

With  glee, 

And  cry  for  more  to  bring  her  axe 

Upon. 

And  now  so  many  years  have  passed, 
And  men  can  work  with  mind  and  hand ; 
We're  proud  we  fought  for  liberty, 
In  this  our  free  and  prosperous  land. 

Margaret  Fisher, 
Grade  IX 
Intermediate  Literary  Competition 
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Rainy  Days 

The  ground  was  saturated,  and  still  the  rain 
pelted  down  on  the  small  farm  buildings.  In  the 
fields,  the  cows  tried  to  graze  on  the  soggy  grass. 
The  hens  huddled  in  the  henhouse  to  keep  them- 
selves warm,  their  heads  under  their  wings.  Old 
farm  cats  and  little  kittens  sulked  in  the  barn,  while 
two  pups  hid  under  the  tractor  in  the  only  dry  spot 
they  could  find. 

But  inside  the  tool-shed  no  one  was  idly 
waiting  for  the  rain  to  stop.  The  farmer  was 
mending  a  harness,  his  sons  were  building  a  trough 
for  the  chickens,  and  the  hired  man  hammered  at 
a  dent  in  the  fender  of  the  new  combine. 

"You  may  have  no  use  for  this  kind  of  weather," 
remarked  the  farmer  to  the  old  collie  who  was 
gazing  forlornly  through  the  doorway,  "but  we 
have.  When  else  would  we  get  all  these  jobs 
done?  And  besides,  just  think  how  the  corn  will 
be  shooting  up  in  a  day  or  two  after  this !  No,  we 
couldn't  do  without  a  few  rainy  days." 

Betty  Nicol, 
Grade  VIII 
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Winter's  Night 

Cold  moon  stares  on  white  expanse 
And  watches  Renard's  sly  advance; 
Whirling  wisps  of  snow  appear 
As  rabbits  leap  the  drifts  in  fear; 
Snowy  flakes  to  blanket  all 
Like  stars  from  heaven  gently  fall. 

Soon  the  trees  begin  to  wail, 
(They're  telling  of  a  winter's  gale) ; 
Treetops  in  the  wind  are  toss'd; 
The  moon  behind  the  clouds  is  lost. 
Now  the  snow  falls  thick  and  fast, 
Driven  by  the  tempest's  blast. 

When  the  night  at  last  gives  way 
Before  the  pleasant  light  of  day, 
What  an  artist  could  have  done 
With  bright  blue  sky  and  redden'd  sun, 
And  the  little  chickadees 
A'flitting  through  the  frosty  trees ! 

Patricia  McMahon, 
Grade  VIII 


All  That  Glitters  .  .  . 

Madeleine  waited  until  her  father  was  com- 
fortably settled  with  his  coffee  before  bringing  up 
the  matter  that  had  been  uppermost  in  her  mind 
all  through  dinner. 

"Dad,  there  is  a  conference  in  New  York  this 
Easter,"  she  began,  "and  all  the  dramatic  clubs  are 
sending  two  representatives  to  it.  Miss  Sparling 
said  I  was  a  possibility  for  one  of  ours,  and  that  I 
should  ask  you  if  I  could  go.     May  I?     Please?" 

Mr.  Smith  would  not  give  an  immediate 
answer.  He  had  a  methodical  mind,  and  wanted 
to  know  who  would  be  in  charge,  details  of  the 
plans,  and  other  things  which  were,  to  Madeleine, 
quite  trivial.  However,  she  promised  to  find  the 
answers  to  these  questions  since  without  them  the 
idea  was  obviously  not  to  be  considered. 

The  next  day  there  was  a  meeting  of  the 
Dramatic  Club,  when  Miss  Sparling  gave  them 
more  details  about  the  proposed  trip.  To  Made- 
leine's dismay,  her  arch-rival,  Jane  Patterson,  was 
very  interested  in  it,  and,  furthermore,  her  parents 
had  apparently  consented  without  reservation  to 
her  going.  "If  that  isn't  just  like  her,"  thought 
Madeleine  bitterly.  "She  always  gets  everything 
she  wants.  Well,  this  is  one  time  when  she  is 
going  to  have  to  earn  it!" 

The  teacher  explained  that  to  qualify  for  the 
trip,  each  person  would  have  to  achieve  good 
marks  while  learning  a  part  from  a  play  to  demon- 
strate his  acting  ability.  The  choice  would  also 
be  made  on  the  basis  of  the  person's  ability  to  work 
with  others,  she  added.  Madeleine  resolved  to 
be  pleasant  to  Jane  Patterson  at  all  costs. 


By  dint  of  ceaseless  persuasion,  she  wrung  her 
parents'  consent  from  them,  thus  surmounting 
obstacle  Number  One.  Obstacle  Number  Two 
presented  a  greater  difficulty,  however,  for  it 
concerned  that  old  bugbear,  money.  The  Little 
Theatre  of  Hamilton  had  agreed  to  pay  the  railway 
fares,  but  that  still  left  the  hotel  bill.  Mr. 
Smith  promised  to  meet  Madeleine  half-way  on 
that,  and  so  she  began  to  work  towards  her  goal. 

Baby-sitting  seemed  the  most  logical  way  to 
earn  the  money,  and  so  almost  every  evening  saw 
her  putting  a  neighbourhood  child  to  bed.  When 
her  homework  was  done,  she  spent  the  evenings 
learning  the  part  of  Portia  in  the  court  scene  from 
"The  Merchant  of  Venice." 

The  day  for  the  test  came  at  last.  All  morning, 
lines  from  the  play  kept  flitting  through  her  mind, 
but,  try  as  she  would,  she  could  not  conjure  up 
the  whole  part.  Several  times  Madeleine  came 
in  for  rebukes  for  inattention,  and  her  answers 
to  questions  were  far  enough  off  the  track  to  bring 
a  gleam  into  Jane  Patterson's  eyes.  At  two  o'clock 
she  went  to  the  hall,  with  her  knees  knocking  like 
castanets.  Once  she  had  begun  the  opening  line, 
however,  Madeleine  lost  herself  in  the  part  as  she 
always  did.  As  soon  as  she  had  finished,  she 
returned  to  class  and  tried  to  prepare  herself  for 
the  possible  forthcoming  disappointment. 

When  the  bell  finally  rang  for  assembly,  every- 
one's excitement  had  reached  fever  pitch.  The 
teacher  came  straight  to  the  point,  saying,  "We 
have  had  a  very  difficult  time  choosing  from  among 
our  excellent  candidates,  but  we  have  decided  that 
the  two  who  deserve  this  trip  most  are  David 
Atkinson  and  Madeleine  Smith."  Amid  the 
burst  of  clapping  that  followed,  Madeleine  sat  in  a 
happy  daze  while  her  friends  congratulated  her. 

The  remaining  two  weeks  before  their  de- 
parture flew  by.  With  the  financial  problem  now 
overcome,  Madeleine's  thoughts  turned  to  clothes. 
Mr.  Smith  hovered  suspiciously  in  the  background 
while  several  outfits  were  made,  and  he  was  at  last 
persuaded  to  let  her  have  a  new  party  dress.  An 
added  surprise  was  the  gift  of  a  pair  of  diamond  ear- 
rings from  her  aunt,  to  wear  with  the  new  dress. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Smith  were  astonished  at  such  ex- 
travagance, but  Madeleine  accepted  the  gift 
calmly.  After  all,  she  had  been  chosen  to  go  to 
New  York,  and  so  nothing  seemed  impossible. 

Her  parents  watched  her  leave  with  mixed 
feelings,  secrectly  hoping  that  all  this  unaccustom- 
ed attention  would  not  spoil  their  daughter. 

The  week  in  New  York  passed  in  a  whirlwind 
of  dramatic  classes,  sight-seeing,  shopping,  and 
meeting  people.  On  their  last  night  they  went 
to  the  opening  performance  of  a  new  Broadway 
play.  When  they  returned  to  the  hotel  and  were 
preparing  for  bed,  Madeleine  suddenly  gave  a 
shriek. 
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"One  of  my  earrings  is  gone!"  she  exclaimed 
as  she  began  rummaging  in  her  purse.  A  frantic 
hour  of  searching  followed,  but  it  produced 
nothing.  The  next  day  they  went  back  to  the 
theatre  and  inquired,  but  the  clerk  told  them  that 
no  earring  had  been  found. 

During  the  trip  home,  the  incessant  clicking 
of  the  train's  wheels  only  served  to  imprint  more 
firmly  in  Madeleine's  mind  the  fact  that  she  had 
lost  a  diamond  earring,  an  article  of  great  value. 
While  the  others  reviewed  the  wonders  of  the 
past  week,  she  could  only  think  of  her  loss,  and 
wonder  how  she  was  going  to  face  her  family, 
especially  Aunt  Connie. 

Back  in  Hamilton,  she  nearly  went  hoarse 
telling  of  the  wonderful  time  she  had  had,  and 
asking  about  local  events.  Several  of  her  relations, 
including  Aunt  Connie,  had  dropped  in  to 
welcome  her  home,  and  Madeleine  dreaded  the 
moment  that  one  of  them  would  ask  a  question 
about    her   earrings.     Fortunately,    no    one    did. 

When  everyone  was  leaving,  Madeline  sighed 
with  relief,  determining  to  tell  her  family  about 
the  loss  the  next  day.  As  her  aunt  left  the  house, 
she  said,  "I  am  so  glad  you  had  such  a  lovely  time, 
dear,  and  I  know  you  will  become  a  great  actress. 
When  you  make  your  debut,  I  shall  give  you  a  pair 
of  real  diamond  earrings." 

Sara  Allan, 
Grade  X 


The  Little  Lion-Tamer 

Sally  Baker  was  a  lion-tamer,  or  she  tried  to  be. 
Her  father  was  a  very  famous  animal  tamer,  and 
occasionally  he  gave  a  show  at  the  circus. 

When  Sally  was  six  she  became  fast  friends 
with  Leo,  Mr.  Baker's  best  performer.  Leo  took 
the  same  place  in  her  life  that  a  cat  or  dog  takes  in 
most  other  children's.  Sally  would  spend  hours 
at  a  time  training  Leo  or  playing  pranks  on  him, 
but  whatever  she  did,  Leo  never  growled  or 
clawed  at  her.  Time  after  time  Sally  would  sit, 
beaming,  as  Leo  took  all  the  bows  for  his  wonderful 
performances. 

When  Sally  was  ten  years  old  her  father  gave 
her  permission  to  enter  the  lion's  cage  during  the 
act  and  perform  with  Leo.  Sally  was  thrilled  and 
practised  her  tricks  constantly  with  Leo  till  they 
both  knew  them  by  heart.  When  the  circus 
posters  came  out,  Sally  proudly  showed  Leo  their 
pictures. 

As  the  day  of  their  first  performance  neared, 
Sally  began  to  feel  nervous,  but  with  a  little 
reassurance  from  her  father,  all  went  well.  Hearing 
the  thundering  applause,  Sally  felt  more  at  ease. 
Gradually  the  act  became  just  a  regular  routine 
to  her. 

One  terrible  day,  however,  Leo  stumbled  and 
crashed  to  the  floor  while  balancing  on  his  stool. 


The  next  week,  Mr.  Baker  brought  home  another 
lion  who  had  not  even  attained  his  full  mane. 
Sally  cried  bitterly  all  night  at  the  thought  of 
losing  Leo,  and  vowed  she  would  never  enter  the 
ring  again.  Nevertheless,  in  the  morning,  she 
followed  her  father  into  the  cage,  resolving  to  help 
Stevie,  the  new  lion,  as  best  she  could. 

Slowly  and  painfully,  Sally,  Mr.  Baker  and 
Leo  trained  him.  In  spite  of  this,  the  young  lion 
was  jealous  of  the  older  one,  and  he  constantly 
growled  at  Leo,  provoking  him  to  fight.  Leo, 
being  as  wise  as  he  was  old,  refused  to  be  tempted 
by  these  challenges. 

Painfully  the  weeks  dragged  by,  and  the  season 
was  coming  to  a  close.  At  last,  it  was  felt  that 
Stevie  was  ready  for  the  ring  which  would  lead 
to  his  fame  and  Leo's  retirement.  Sally  felt  sad 
when  the  Grand  Finale  came;  this  was  to  be  Leo's 
last  performance  in  the  circus  ring. 

Stevie,  who  had  never  before  witnessed  the 
rush  and  excitement  that  went  on  when  the  circus 
was  preparing  to  close  for  winter,  became  danger- 
ously uneasy.  Consequently,  when  the  lion's  act 
came,  he  was  very  jumpy  and  had  to  be  prodded 
several  times  with  the  whip. 

After  a  minute  or  two,  Sally  entered  the  cage 
and  went  over  to  give  Leo  a  reassuring  pat  before 
they  started.  Then  she  snapped  her  fingers, 
calling  Stevie  over,  and  as  she  did  so,  Mr.  Baker 
turned  to  face  the  audience  for  a  second.  Stevie 
crouched.  The  audience  shrieked  in  terror;  Mr. 
Baker  whipped  round,  firing  his  gun,  but  the 
bullets  sailed  over  Stevie's  head  as  he  lunged 
towards  Sally. 

Then  Leo  saw  his  chance,  and  with  a  mighty 
roar,  he  sprang  from  his  stool,  knocking  Stevie  off 
his  feet.  This  was  enough,  and  Stevie  backed 
reluctantly  away.  Leo,  seeing  that  Sally  was  safe 
in  her  father's  arms,  returned  to  his  corner.  Once 
again,  Leo  was  the  hero  of  the  circus ! 

Suzanne  Evans, 
Grade  VIII 


An  Interruption 

The  moon  shone  down  from  her  heavenly  tower 

Through  the  silver  leaves  of  a  wilting  flower; 

All  was  silent,  all  was  still 

In  that  forest  upon  the  hill. 

Although  in  the  daytime  they  were  gay, 

Rabbits  and  squirrels  now  sleeping  lay; 

All  was  silent,  all  was  still 

In  that  forest  upon  the  hill. 

The  deer  were  sleeping  in  coverts  when 
An  owl  went  "Whoo"  in  the  night,  and  then 
All  was  silent,  all  was  still 
In  that  forest  upon  the  hill. 

Nora  Baker, 
Grade  VII 
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The  First  Supper 

As  a  newborn  baby  enters  the  alien  world,  so 
did  I  enter  Balmoral  Hall's  dining  room  one  fall 
evening  two  long  years  ago.  Timidly  following 
the  procession,  I  took  my  place  behind  a  chair. 
During  grace,  my  anxious  stomach  grumbled 
continuously  until  I  was  positive  all  eyes  were 
focussed  on  me.  As  soon  as  the  'Amen"  was  said, 
I  pulled  back  my  chair  which  screeched  piercingly 
over  the  freshly  waxed  tiles. 

As  I  peered  at  the  conglomeration  of  pickles, 
flowers,  jugs,  and  strange  faces,  I  felt  a  wild  desire 
to  take  refuge  under  the  table.  But,  summoning 
all  my  courage,  I  snatched  my  napkin  and  unfolded 
it  neatly  in  my  lap. 

Then  it  began !  Plates  this  way,  no,  that  way; 
all  as  organized  as  a  production  line  in  a  factory. 
When  the  delicious-looking  food  ceased  whizzing 
by,  I  uttered  my  first  word  of  the  evening,  "P  .  .  . 
pa  .  .  .  pardon?"  The  tall  girl  with  the  horn- 
rimmed glasses  patiently  repeated  her  question, 
"Would  you  care  for  a  glass  of  milk?"  In  my 
confusion,  I  said  I  would,  when  I  would  really 
have  preferred  water. 

I  felt  a  polite  tap  on  my  shoulder  and  heard  a 
whispered,  "Please  pass  the  pickles."  Everyone 
began  to  eat.  I  glanced  at  the  inviting  food  placed 
before  me,  and  as  a  feeling  of  homesickness  swept 
over  me,  I  suddenly  lost  my  appetite. 

Placing  my  left  hand  carefully  in  my  lap,  I 
realized  with  horror  that  my  napkin  had  dis- 
appeared! Casually  leaning  back,  I  glanced  under 
the  table,  and  there  it  lay,  just  a  few  inches  from 
my  feet.  I  placed  the  toe  of  my  shoe  on  its  corner 
and  dragged  it  to  the  edge  of  the  chair.  With 
great  dexterity  I  manoeuvered  it  up  the  chair  leg 
into  my  hand.  Clutching  it  with  firm  resolution, 
I  tucked  it  into  the  top  of  my  skirt. 

Once  more  concentrating  on  my  dinner,  I 
clasped  my  fork  and  began  eating.  The  green  peas 
seemed  but  a  menace,  as  each  time  I  successfully 
gathered  a  few  on  my  fork,  they  fell  back  again 
with  a  noisy  "plop."  Taking  my  knife,  I  realized 
that  everyone  was  skilfully  using  both  knife  and 
fork  together.  And  so,  not  wishing  to  be  a 
"black  sheep,"  I  desperately  tried  to  eat  with 
both  tools. 

Finally,  the  slim,  dark-haired  girl  on  my  left 
attempted  to  begin  a  conversation  with  the  usual, 
"What  is  your  name,  and  where  are  you  from?" 
Answering  in  my  loudest  voice,  which  at  that 
time  resembled  my  grandmother's  voice  when 
stricken  with  laryngitis,  I  said,  "Karen  Jones,  from 
Ontario."  At  this,  she  laughed  gaily  and  told 
me  that  her  mother  had  sent  her  to  a  private  school 
for  the  sake  of  "keeping  up  with  the  Joneses." 
At  that  moment,  however,  I  felt  that  the  Joneses 
were  having  trouble  keeping  up  with  themselves. 


Unconsciously,  I  started  to  relax  and  even  to 
enjoy  myself.  When  I  had  finished,  I  placed  my 
knife  and  fork  together  on  my  plate,  and  was 
relieved  to  notice  that  everyone  else  had  done 
likewise.  I  watched  the  two  girls  effortlessly 
clearing  the  table  and  wondered  how  long  it 
would  take  me  to  learn. 

As  the  strawberry  shortcake  was  placed  before 
me,  my  appetite  quickly  returned,  and  with  great 
lelisb,  I  tasted  the  rich  whipped  cream. 

Soon  everyone  was  talking  freely,  and  we  all 
seemed  like  old  friends.  By  the  time  that  the 
concluding  grace  was  said,  all  tension  had  dis- 
appeared and  I  felt  quite  at  home. 

Karen  Jones, 

Grade  X 


The  Ballad  of  Wolseley  Street 

Come  listen  now;  all  gather  round, 

Whilst  I  a  story  tell 
About  a  tree  on  Wolseley  Street 

The  city  wish'd  to  fell. 

There  came  five  men  with  axe  and  saw 

To  smite  its  noble  brow; 
The  women  of  the  neighbourhood 

Began  to  raise  a  row. 

They  ranged  themselves  around  the  tree 

That  bright  and  sunny  day, 
They  would  not  let  the  men  approach 

To  take  their  tree  away. 

"Now,  ladies  ye  must  all  be  off," 
A  stern  policeman  said. 
But  the  ladies  did  not  move;  eftsoons, 
The  policeman  moved  instead. 

The  city  called  upon  the  Mayor 

To  come  and  still  the  crowd. 
He  came — and  drove  away  the  men ; 

The  women  cheered  right  loud. 

"Come  down  now,  birdie,  from  that  tree," 
The  women  loudly  cried. 
The  workman  came  right  swiftly  down, 
Though  blushing  like  a  bride. 

The  workmen  left;  the  crowd  dispersed, 
The  autumn  wind  blew  chill, 

And  thus  today,  in  majesty, 

The  victor  stands  there  still. 

Sara  Allan, 

Grade  X 
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Decision 

I  was  looking  for  a  nice  kind  of  book, 

So  I  gave  the  librarian  a  nice  little  look. 

Then  she  whispered  to  me, 

"Would  you  like  to  see 

On  the  library  shelves 

Some  books  about  elves?" 

Then  I  slowly  did  sigh, 

But  again  she  did  try. 

"Would  you  care  for  a  book,"  she  said, 

"Perhaps  a  book  on  horses  instead?" 

But  I  suddenly  decided  to  take  the  book 

Of  the  adventurer  "Captain  Cook". 


Gail  Long, 
Grade  VII 


Something  to  Live  For        % 

"It  is  up  to  you,  Tim.  We  are  doing  our  best, 
but  you've  got  to  help  us." 

Tim  Paisley  opened  his  burning  eyes  and  looked 
up  with  difficulty  at  the  serious,  calm  face.  He 
ached  unbearably  all  over.  His  lips  were  dry  and 
cracked  and  his  head  seemed  to  be  on  fire.  He 
blinked  and  tried  to  focus  on  the  man  standing 
beside  his  small,  clean  hospital  cot. 

It  was  the  middle-aged  Doctor  Simmons.  He 
was  a  minister  and  medical  doctor,  and  Tim  had 
often  watched  his  kind  eyes  and  steady,  sure  hand 
as  he  went  about  his  work  at  this  mission  and 
medical  station. 

Tim  had  jungle  fever. 

He  was  the  best  pilot  of  the  few  who  had 
volunteered  to  fly  medical  supplies  and  provisions 
between  this  station  in  Africa  and  Canada.  There 
was  little  pay,  and  it  was  an  exhausting,  thankless 
job,  so  that  good  pilots  did  not  usually  offer  their 
services.  Tim  had,  because  he  had  no  family  or 
friends  for  whom  he  felt  any  responsibility,  and 
the  job  promised  the  excitement  he  craved. 

He  looked  at  the  window  and  was  vaguely 
surprised  that  it  was  dark.  He  must  have  been 
delirious  this  afternoon,  he  decided.  He  could 
hear  the  insects  humming,  and  they  seemed  to  be 
trying  their  hardest  to  get  through  the  holes  in  the 
screen.     Tim  looked  back  at  the  doctor. 

"I'm  not  going  to  fight  it,"  he  muttered,  barely 
audibly.     "I've  got  nothing  to  'ive  for." 

"But  you  have.  You  must  try  and  .  .  ."  The 
words  were  lost  in  the  roaring  in  Tim's  ears,  as 
he  slipped  into  unconsciousness. 


He  seemed  to  be  half  stumbling,  half  falling, 
down  some  steep,  charred  stairs.  Little  tongues 
of  flame  flickered  under  his  blundering  feet.  There 
was  a  red  haze  everywhere,  and  an  oppressive, 
damp  heat. 

He  was  now  in  a  large  cavern  at  the  bottom  of 
the  stairs.  He  limped  painfully  along,  and  sudden- 
ly,  he  saw  a  man  standing  with  his  back  to  him. 

"I  want  to  get  out."  Tim's  voice  seemed  like 
another's.  The  person  turned  slowly  and  Tim 
recognized  the  serious  face. 

"Are  you  quite  sure?  You  have  so  much  to 
live  for,"  came  an  expressionless  voice. 

"I  tell  you,  I  want  to  get  out.  I  can't  stand 
this  torture.     How  do  I  get  out?" 

The  figure  pointed  straight  ahead,  and  Tim 
started  again.  It  seemed  to  be  getting  cooler, 
and  he  hurried  on. 

Then,  a  low  wail  greeted  his  ears.  He  looked 
around.  There,  on  the  stairs,  was  a  group  of 
natives  with  their  arms  outstretched  towards  him. 
Their  contorted  faces  and  grotesque  bodies  mir- 
rored pain  and  suffering.  The  wailing  became 
louder. 

"We  need  you.  Don't  leave  us!"  they 
moaned. 

Tim  clapped  his  hands  to  his  ears  and  tried  to 
make  for  the  beckoning  coolness,  but  his  feet 
were  suddenly  leaden. 

"The  further  you  go,  the  harder  it  will  be  to 
come  back,"  said  the  figure  beside  him.  Tim 
stopped.  For  a  moment  he  seemed  to  waver,  then 
he  found  himself  struggling  back  to  the  stairs.  He 
started  to  climb.  Higher  and  higher  he  went, 
through  the  swirling  steam.  He  seemed  to  be 
walking  up  the  inside  of  a  live  volcano.  He 
stumbled  and  lay  gasping,  and  got  up  and  staggered 
on.  He  fell  again — surely  he  could  not  go  on. 
He  looked  back.  He  could  see  the  entrance  to  the 
cavern,  and  remembered  the  blessed  coolness  he  had 
so  nearly  reached.     All  he  had  to  do  was  .  .  . 

"Don't  leave  us!"  rang  in  his  ears.  He  struggled 
up  a  few  more  steps.  Only  three  more.  He  was 
crawling  on  his  hands  and  knees,  panting  and 
gasping.  Two  more — one  more.  He  put  both 
his  swollen  hands  on  it,  and  with  one  last  effort,  he 
heaved  himself  over  it,  into  fathomless  darkness. 

Now  he  was  falling,  falling,  falling,  and  now 
another  bright  light. 

Tim  Paisley  opened  his  eyes.  Light  was 
streaming  through  the  windows.  Perspiration 
was  running  down  his  face  in  torrents,  but  he  felt 
cool  and  refreshed. 

"It's  all  over,  Tim."  The  haggard  face  of 
Dr.  Simmons  was  smiling  at  him.  Tim  grinned 
back  weakly.     "I  guess  you  were  right,"  he  said. 

Louise  McKenty 
Grade  IX 
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OUR    JUNIORS 


Night 

Night  is  the  time  when  all  are  asleep; 
Night  is  the  time  when  ghosts  start  to  creep, 
And  mothers  sing  their  babies  to  sleep; 
Goodnight,  goodnight,  goodnight. 

Kay  Wilson, 
Grade  IV 


Bath  Time 

IVe  washed  my  face, 
IVe  washed  my  feet  and  tummy, 
I've  washed  my  neck  and  knees; 
Can  I  get  out  now,  Mummy? 

Susan  Weston, 
Grade  III 


Snow  in  Spring 

I  looked  in  the  garden ; 
I  saw  the  white  snow  fall; 
I  looked  because  it  wasn't 
The  time  for  snow  at  all. 

Jane  Ferguson, 
Grade  II 


Skating 

I  like  to  skate, 
But  I  don't  like  to  wait 
For  winter  to  come 
When  I  can  skate. 

Deborah  Riley, 
Grade  I 


My  Teddy 

I  have  a  little  Teddy, 

Panda  is  his  name; 

I  go  to  bed  with  him  each  night, 

He  snuggles  up  to  me  so  tight. 

Jo'Anne  Whitmore, 
Grade  II 


Our  Pet 

His  eyes  are  black,  beady,  and  bright. 
His  nose  a  twitching  pink; 
He  does  his  housework  in  the  night ; 
He  loves  his  food  and  drink. 

He's  furry  and  brown, 

He's  tame  as  tame ; 

Little  Hamster  is  his  name. 

Deborah  Dickson, 
Grade  II 
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The  Fiery  Dragon 

Once  there  was  a  boy  named  Terry.  He  had  a 
dragon  for  a  pet.  His  name  was  Blackie.  Terry's 
mother  did  not  know  what  to  give  Blackie  to  eat. 
She  thought  perhaps  the  dragon  could  talk.  One 
day,  while  Terry  was  at  school,  she  asked  Blackie 
what  he  would  like  to  eat.  Blackie  could  talk. 
He  told  her  he  just  loved  matches  and  paper.  He 
liked  a  bit  of  wood  for  dessert.  At  lunch  time  she 
fed  him.  After  she  fed  him,  he  started  breathing 
fire.  She  screamed  and  phoned  the  fire  depart- 
ment. The  firemen  came  and  put  out  the  fire  in 
Blackie's  great  big  mouth.  Then  Blackie  thanked 
them  for  the  drink  of  water,  because  he  had  been 
very  thirsty.  The  firemen,  very  surprised,  went 
back  to  the  fire  station. 

When  Terry  came  home,  his  mother  was  taking 
Blackie  to  the  veterinary.  Terry  wanted  to  go 
too  so  his  mother  took  him.  When  the  veterinary 
saw  Blackie,  he  told  them  he  was  homesick  for  his 
cave.  Terry  did  not  know  where  he  could  find  a 
cave  at  first,  but  he  found  out  that  there  were  caves 
in  the  mountains  nearby.  So  he  turned  Blackie 
loose  and  told  him  to  find  a  home.  He  did  not 
know  that  Blackie  found  a  cave  and  lived  happily 
ever  after. 

Nancy  Nelson, 
Grade  III 

Moving 

Moving  is  a  real  chore; 

Men  in  and  out  of  every  door, 

People  packing  boxes,  people  carrying  things, 

What  a  lot  of  trouble  moving-day  brings ! 

Kathryn  Neilson, 
Grade  IV 


Courage 

King  Albert  Arthur  had  courage.  He  always 
faced  his  enemies  face  to  face.  He  had  knights,  too. 
He  had  a  wife  and  two  daughters  and  one  boy.  He 
had  cooks  and  maids.  He  had  gold,  silver,  dia- 
monds, and  rubies  which  he  wore  around  his  neck. 
One  night  the  castle  was  surrounded  by  strange 
knights.  They  said  that  if  he  did  not  give  them 
what  they  wanted,  they  would  burn  his  castle. 

King  Albert  Arthur  had  courage.  He  would 
not  give  them  everything  in  the  castle  including  his 
wife,  two  daughters  and  his  boy.  He  would  fight 
if  he  had  to.  He  put  on  his  armour  and  took  his 
sword  and  went  out  to  challenge  them  one  by  one, 
and  he  won  the  battle.  It  took  courage  too.  Now 
King  Albert  Arthur  is  an  old  man  but  he  still 
remembers  the  day  well. 

Virginia  Colwill, 
Grade  III 


Shadows 

I  like  to  play  outside  with  my  shadow.  I  play 
and  play  and  play  with  my  shadow.  I  keep  my 
shadow  near  me.  I  have  lots  of  fun  with  my 
shadow.  I  dig  and  it  digs.  When  I  play,  it  plays 
with  me  too.  I  love  to  have  fun  with  my  shadow. 
I  go  up  the  hill;  it  goes  up  the  hill.  When  I  go 
down  the  hill,  it  comes  along.  Some  boys  came 
and  made  lots  of  shadows.  The  house  makes  a 
shadow  too.  Some  birds  in  trees  make  shadows. 
Sometimes  the  shadow  is  big.  Sometimes  the 
shadow  is  small. 

Rhonda  Smerchanski, 
Grade  II 
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A  Horse  Named  Spirit 

Spirit  was  born  among  loud  shouts  and  the 
sound  of  guns,  for  his  mother,  Lady  Ellen,  and  his 
father,  Flag,  were  horses  that  carried  soldiers  and 
officers  to  and  from  battles. 

When  the  men  saw  Spirit  they  could  not  decide 
what  to  do.  "We  will  have  to  shoot  him,"  said 
some.  "We  cannot  spare  Lady  Ellen  and  Flag 
and  we  cannot  look  after  him  ourselves." 

Then  Lieutenant  Carter  stepped  up  to  the 
Colonel  and  said,  "May  I  have  him,  Sir?" 

"Very  well,"  said  the  Colonel,  "but  I  do  not 
see  what  use  he  can  be  to  you." 

Time  passed  quickly,  and  in  a  year  the  war 
was  over.  During  that  time  Spirit  grew  to  love 
his  master  more  and  more  and  even  the  Colonel 
was  beginning  to  think  Spirit  had  some  good  in  him. 

When  the  time  came  for  Lieutenant  Carter  to 
leave  Holland  for  his  home  m  Kamloops,  B.C.  be 
had  a  lot  of  trouble  getting  Spirit  on  to  the  boat 
for  Spirit  had  never  seen  such  a  large  boat. 

When  the  Lieutenant  reached  Kamloops  his 
wife,  Ann,  met  him  with  a  sad  face. 

"Things  haven't  been  going  well,  have  they?" 
he  asked  her. 

"No,  they  haven't.  Ever  since  you  left  things 
have  been  going  wrong,"  answered  his  wife.  "We 
may  have  to  sell  the  farm." 

"We  won't  do  that,"  said  her  husband  firmly. 
Then  he  led  her  over  to  where  Spirit  was  waiting 
for  him.  "Maybe  he's  the  answer,"  h*  said. 
"His  name  is  Spirit  and  he's  as  fast  as  greased 
lightning.  I'm  going  to  enter  him  in  the  Fall  race. 
The  prize  is  two  thousand  dollars." 

So  Spirit  spent  the  summer  in  hard  training  for 
the  race. 

The  day  of  the  race  was  cold  and  nippy.  It 
was  just  the  kind  of  day  the  Carters  had  been 
hoping  for.  Just  before  Ann  took  Spirit's  blanket 
off,  she  whispered,  "Please  do  your  best,  please." 

Then  the  Lieutenant  came  up,  mounted, 
waved,  and  rode  away. 

"Good  luck,"  Ann  called  after  them.  "Good 
luck." 

Five  minutes  later  she  was  sitting  in  the  grand- 
stand, her  hands  clenched  and  her  face  white. 
She  watched  the  horses  coming  down  the  home 
stretch  with  Spirit  gaining  fast  on  the  leading 
horse,  Black  Boy. 

Then,  in  a  flash  the  race  was  over,  and  Spirit 
had  won. 

Later,  after  Ann  had  congratulated  her  hus- 
band, she  went  over  to  Spirit,  put  her  arm  around 
his  neck  and  said,  "You're  a  wonderful  horse, 
aren't  you?"  and  Spirit  agreed  with  a  nod  of  his 
head. 

Kathryn  Neilson, 
Grade  IV 


I  Wonder  Why 

I  wonder  why  the  grass  is  green; 
I  wonder  why  the  wind's  not  seen; 
I  wonder  why  the  birds  can  fly; 
I  wonder  why. 

I  wonder  why  the  bubbly  stream 
Makes  people  want  to  lie  and  dream; 
I  wonder  why  the  weedless  field 
Has  so  much  corn  and  wheat  to  yield; 
I  wonder  why. 

I  wonder  why  the  colourful  flowers 
To  grow,  need  sun  and  gentle  showers; 
I  wonder  why  the  nightingale  sings; 
I  wonder,  oh !  so  many  things. 

Laurie  Grant, 
Grade  V 


The  Fiery  Dragon 

There  once  was  a  King.  He  had  a  beautiful 
palace,  trees,  and  everything  a  King  could  want. 
But  there  was  only  one  thing  that  worried  him. 
It  was  the  Fiery  Dragon.  That  dragon  could 
make  fire  come  out  of  his  claws,  out  of  his  mouth, 
eyes,  and  tail.  At  night  he  would  come  to  the 
King's  palace  and  take  the  most  beautiful  maiden 
away.  At  last  the  King  got  tired  of  it,  and  said 
he  would  not  have  it  any  longer. 

One  brave  and  handsome  knight,  called  Black 
Beard,  thought  of  all  the  beautiful  maidens  taken 
away  by  the  wicked  dragon,  for  among  them  was 
the  one  he  was  going  to  marry.  He  went  to  the 
King  to  see  if  he  would  let  him  go  and  search 
for  the  dragon.     The  King  said  he  could. 

He  travelled  and  travelled.  One  day  he  found 
an  old  cave.  He  heard  somebody  come  out  of  the 
cave,  and  it  was  the  dragon.  He  quickly  dressed  in 
his  dragon's  costume,  and  paced  an  electric  tube 
so  that  fire  would  come  out  of  his  claws,  mouth, 
tail,  and  eyes. 

He  went  over  to  the  real  dragon  and  asked. 
"Why  do  you  torment  people?" 

"If  you  are  a  dragon,  you  should  behave  like 
one,"  came  the  reply. 

"Well,  you  see  I  come  from  a  different  land." 

"Different  land?"     He  had  fainted. 

Black  Beard  got  a  sword  and  stabbed  the  beast 
twice,  because  dragons  have  to  be  stabbed  twice 
before  they  are  killed.  He  went  in  and  rescued 
the  twelve  maidens,  but  there  were  only  eleven 
horses  there.  So  the  one  he  was  going  to  marry 
rode  on  his  horse. 

When  they  got  to  the  palace,  Black  Beard  got 

married  to  the  maiden,  and  at  the  feast  they  had 

dragon's  meat,  and  they  lived  happily  ever  after. 

Judith  Clough, 

Grade  IV 
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The  Golliwog's  Dream 

One  night  as  the  Golliwog  lay  in  his  old  big 
bed,  he  dreamed  a  very  peculiar  dream  which  I 
will  tell  you. 

The  Golliwog  dreamed  that  he  was  walking 
in  the  woods  one  day,  picking  flowers.  But  he 
didn't  know  he  was  walking  into  the  witches' 
forest.  The  trees  he  passed  weren't  really  trees, 
but  they  were  really  goblins  of  all  sorts. 

As  he  went  on,  he  often  leaned  against  a  tree, 
and  one  he  leaned  against  was  a  very  ticklish 
goblin.  The  goblin  at  once  began  to  giggle  and  the 
Golliwog  heard  him. 

Then  all  the  trees  started  changing  into  their 
goblin  faces,  and  at  once  the  Golliwog  began  to  run. 
The  trees  were  in  a  straight  line  each  side.  Then 
he  realized  he  was  getting  out  of  breath.  At  the 
end,  the  big  old  witch  jumped  out  in  front  of  him 
and  cackled  and  cackled.  Then  the  Golliwog 
started  to  go  back,  but  one  of  the  trees  stuck  out 
its  branch  and  the  Golliwog  tripped  over  it. 
The  old  witch  was  just  about  to  pounce  on  him 
when  suddenly  one  of  the  springs  popped  up 
from  the  old  bed,  gave  the  Golliwog  a  pinch,  and 
woke  him  up.  But  I  don't  think  he  would  have 
wanted  to  finish  the  dream  anyway. 

Heather  Campbell, 
Grade  V 


Lester  B.  Pearson 

This  is  a  personal  story  about  my  uncle, 
Lester  B.  Pearson.  As  you  probably  know,  he  is 
very  amusing.  When  he  stays  with  us,  and  that  is 
usually  for  a  few  winks  of  sleep  and  a  piece  of 
toast,  he  always  manages  something  that  makes  us 
roar  with  laughter.  He  has  a  gift  for  turning  up- 
setting situations  into  funny  ones. 

When  I  was  a  little  girl  and  just  learning  to 
ride  a  bike,  Daddy  would  put  me  on  it  and  pushed 
me  down  the  hill.  I  always  fell  off  in  the  thistles 
at  the  bottom  of  the  hill  and  cried.  Then  once 
when  "Unca  Mike"  came,  he  rode  my  same  small 
bike  down  the  hill.  We  laughed  so  hard  I  com- 
pletely forgot  to  be  sad.  And  what  other  grown- 
up besides  Uncle  Mike  would  run  down  our  hill 
in  a  strong  wind  with  his  coat  flying  behind,  using 
it  as  a  sail? 

When  we  heard  late  in  October  that  Pearson, 
as  the  papers  call  him,  had  won  the  Nobel  Peace 
Prize  I  did  not  understand  what  it  meant,  therefore 
I  did  not  know  how  great  a  man  it  took  to  win  the 
award.  When  he  again  came  to  stay,  he  was  going 
across  Canada  making  speeches.  All  I  could  say 
was,  "Congratulations.     Gee  you're  lucky." 

"Thank  you,"  was  the  calm  answer. 

Uncle  Mike  was  the  first  Canadian  to  win  this 
Prize  and  the  first  in  two  years  to  receive  it.  He 
was  so  surprised  and  moved  that  the  papers  say 
he  was  thunderstruck  by  the  news.  Only  a  few 
people  have  ever  won  this  award  and  among  them 
is  the  famous  Albert  Schweitzer.  I  am  very  proud 
that  Uncle  Mike  was  given  this  very  great  honour. 
Jane  Moody, 
Grade  VI 


GRADES  TWO  AND 
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The  Big,  Bold  Pirate 

The  big  bold  pirates  of  the  seven  seas 

Started  their  voyage  when  the  sails  caught  the 

breeze. 
In  search  of  great  treasures  a  boat  they  sank ; 
They  saved  the  women,  but  the  men  walked  the 

plank. 
The  frightened  women  for  ransom  they  sold 
In  exchange  for  a  shipload  full  of  gold. 

After  several  days  they  sighted  land 

Where  gold  was  said  to  be  at  hand; 

They  docked  at  port,  their  shovels  were  unloaded, 

And  to  save  some  work,  dynamite  was  exploded. 

For  several  days  they  dug  in  ditches, 

And  as  a  reward  they  struck  many  riches. 

They  pulled  up  the  anchor  and  sailed  off  again 
To  find  other  riches  on  the  old  Spanish  Main. 

Irene  Brown, 
Grade  VI 


The  Voyage  of  the  Hernandos 

Have  you  ever  had  a  real  adventure?  I  have. 
Would  you  like  to  hear  about  it? 

We  left  Spain  with  a  cargo  of  valuable  jewels 
and  were  bound  for  England.  The  ship  we  were 
sailing  was  called  the  Hernandos.  We  had  only 
four  cannons  to  protect  the  cargo  and  there  were 
pirates  roaming  these  waters. 

For  two  days  everything  went  well.  Then  a 
strong  west  wind  came  up  and  blew  us  far  off 
our  course.  Out  here  there  were  no  friendly  ships 
to  help  us  should  we  need  help.  We  did!  Our 
ship  had  sprung  a  small  leak,  but  however  small, 
the  leak  was  serious  enough.  We  managed  to 
patch  it,  but  that  was  not  to  be  the  end  of  our 
troubles.  Our  sails  were  torn  by  the  wind,  and 
we  drifted  with  no  one  on  board  knowing  where 
we  were. 

Three  days  passed  and  we  drifted  to  shore.  It 
was  a  strange  shore,  but  at  least  it  gave  us  a  chance 
to  mend  our  sails.  Then,  suddenly,  a  horde  of 
strange  people  came  rushing  at  us.  They  had 
dark  skins  and  only  a  small  piece  of  cloth  about 
their  middles.  They  were  Indians,  and  they  were 
wild!     Quickly  we  sailed  to  safety. 

We  were  now  short  of  supplies,  but  we  saw  a 
ship  in  the  distance.  It  looked  like  a  familiar 
ship,  and  it  was.  We  sailed  up  beside  it  to  ask  if 
they  would  give  us  some  supplies  as  we  were  in 
great  need. 

We  were  terrified  to  find  that  it  was  manned  by 
pirates. 

We  were  all  captured  and  were  forced  to  join 
the  ship's  original  crew  in  the  hold  where  they 
were  all  tied.     There  was  hardly  enough  rope, 


so  we  were  not  tied  very  securely,  and  several  of 
us  managed  to  get  free  and  untie  the  rest.  Now  we 
had  two  crews  and  could  easily  overpower  the 
pirates.  The  only  problem  was  the  door.  It 
was  locked,  but  with  so  many  of  us,  it  was  soon 
opened. 

Then  began  the  battle.  We  secured  weapons 
and  started  fighting.  Soon  we  had  the  pirates  in 
the  hold  tied  securely.  The  pirates  who  had 
taken  over  the  Hernandos  surrendered  when  they 
saw  what  had  happened. 

Both  ships  sailed  to  England  and  the  pirates 
were  placed  in  prison  and  the  jewels  were  delivered 
safely.  Our  adventure  did  not  end  so  tragically 
after  all. 

Irene  Huebert, 
Grade  VI 


Swimming 

I  love  to  go  swimming 
In  a  big,  big  pool, 
When  the  water  is  warm 
And  not  very  cool. 

For  if  it  was  cool, 

I  would  shiver  and  shake ; 

I  must  obey  rules 

Or  I'll  get  tummy  ache. 


Jean  Riley, 
Grade  III 


Over  the  Hill 

Over  the  hill  once  lived  a  wicked  witch  who 
was  always  sad.  She  never  could  cast  a  spell  on 
the  princess.  So  she  stopped  and  decided  to  catch 
her.  But  how?  She  decided  to  disguise  herself. 
She  dressed  like  the  Duchess  of  Ireland.  She 
got  to  the  palace  and  knocked  at  the  door  and 
walked  in.  The  usher  took  her  to  the  princess's 
bedroom  and  she  caught  the  princess  and  took  her 
to  the  cave  over  the  hill. 

The  cave  was  dark  and  it  was  cold,  and  the 
princess  soon  started  to  shiver.  She  wanted  to  go 
home  because  she  was  scared.  The  witch  was 
ugly;  her  nose  was  long  and  fat.  She  had  on  a 
tall  black  hat.  O,  how  the  princess  wished  she 
could  see  her  mother  and  father. 

At  the  palace  they  decided  to  surround  the 
witch  and  get  the  princess.  So  the  guards  took 
their  guns  and  set  off  for  the  cave.  They  attacked 
the  cave  and  got  the  princess.  They  rode  over 
the  hill  to  the  palace.  They  lived  happily  ever 
after. 

DlANNE  CRAIB, 

Grade  III 
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A  Little  Rabbit 

I  have  a  rabbit 

His  fur  is  nice  and  white ; 

He  plays  all  day 

And  sleeps  at  night. 

Catherine  Newcombe, 
Grade  I 


The  King's  Weakness 

Once  upon  a  time,  far,  far  away,  there  lived  a 
king.  His  name  was  King  Motteran  and  very 
wicked  he  was.  Any  time  the  king  went  walking, 
which  was  very  often,  the  people  of  the  town 
would  run  into  their  houses  and  shut  and  bolt  the 
doors  for  fear  he  would  cut  off  their  heads. 

The  king  had  reigned  now  for  two  years  and 
the  population  of  the  town  had  been  reduced 
from  seven  thousand,  eight  hundred  and  eighty- 
two,  to  six  thousand,  seven  hundred  and  eighty- 
one.  The  townspeople  were  becoming  tired  of 
always  running  away,  so  they  gathered  together 
one  dark  night  to  decide  what  they  could  do 
about  it. 

They  were  talking  and  debating  when  a  very 
elderly  man  said,  "The  King  must  have  a  weakness; 
everybody  has." 

"But,  what  could  it  be?"  said  one. 

"What  do  most  wicked  kings  hate?"  said 
another. 

"I  have  it,"  said  a  third.     "Flowers!" 

"But  how  can  we  be  sure?"  said  another. 

"Well,  he  seems  to  hate  anything  nice,  so  let's 
try  the  nicest  thing  there  is,"  said  the  elderly  man. 

"We  can  ask  the  kitchen  maids  to  decorate  all 
the  plates  with  flowers.  We  will  ask  them  to 
put  flowers  in  every  vase  in  the  castle,"  said  the 
leader. 

"We  shall  make  him  sneeze  so  much  that  he  will 
be  glad  to  be  a  pleasant  king,  great  for  his  kindness," 
said  one. 

And  so  they  began.  Everybody  wore  flowers. 
They  put  flowers  in  their  houses.  Flowers  were 
planted  everywhere. 

In  the  castle  the  king  was  sneezing  and  becoming 
quite  furious,  until  almost  in  a  split  second  it 
happened.  His  eyes  got  bigger  and  the  frown 
turned  to  a  smile.  He  stopped  sneezing  and  it  was 
as  if  a  spell  had  come  over  him. 

Then  he  said,  "Everybody  celebrate!  I  feel 
so  happy." 

Everybody  did  celebrate  and  they  too  were 
very  happy.  From  that  time  on  the  king  had  a 
new  weakness — seeing  that  his  subjects  were 
always  happy. 

Margot  Brown, 
Grade  VI 


My  Trees 

I  walked  along  a  tree  filled  lane, 

I  smiled  a  happy  smile; 

I  thought  of  how  Fd  grown  those  trees 

That  stretch  from  mile  to  mile. 

I  walked  along  a  treeless  lane, 
A  tear  was  in  my  eye; 
I  thought  of  how  the  fire  destroyed 
My  trees  that  towered  so  high. 

Margaret  Arnott, 
Grade  VI 


The  Bold  Bad  Pirate 

The  bold,  bad  pirate  of  Huckerdydee 
Was  a  mean  and  fearless  man; 
He  killed  many  men  while  on  the  sea, 
With  a  cutlass  in  his  hand. 

He  had  a  ship  called  the  Dragondondee, 
And  a  rough  and  scurvy  crew; 
One  night,  while  on  the  stormy  sea, 
His  ship  was  sunk  in  the  blue. 

Gwen  Siemens, 
Grade  VI 


GIFTS  TO  THE  SCHOOL 

We  are  pleased  to  acknowledge  many  interest- 
ing and  useful  gifts  to  the  school  this  past  year 
and  are  also  grateful  to  the  parents  and  friends  of 
Balmoral  Hall  who  have  contributed  to  the  Prize 
and  Scholarship  Fund  and  to  the  Bursary  Fund. 

We  gratefully  acknowledge  the  following  gifts: 
Encyclopaedia    Canadiana    —    for    Senior   School 

Library. 
Encyclopaedia    Canadiana    — -    for   Junior    School 

Library. 
Filing  Cabinet  for  Music. 
A  very  much  needed  new  flag. 
Books  for  Junior  and  Senior  Libraries. 
Subscription  to  Metropolitan  Seminars  in  Art. 
Record  holder  for  Junior  School  Library. 
Rug  for  the  Boarders'1  Sitting-Room. 
Playground  Equipment  —  the  gift  of  the  Mothers' 

Auxiliary  and  Graduates  of  1954-1956. 
Special    Shield    for    recording    names    of    School 

Captains  — ■  gift  of  Graduates  of  1957- 
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Mnsjcmii-s* 


Singing  at  Balmoral  Hall 


Great  emphasis  is  placed  on  singing  at  Balmoral 
Hall  and  greater  enthusiasm  than  ever  before  has 
been  indicated  this  year  by  the  waiting  list  for  a 
position  in  the  School  Choir  and  by  the  formation 
of  a  Choral  Group. 

The  Choir  has  had  a  busy  year,  beginning  in 
November  when  they  joined  the  Choir  of  St. 
John's  College  for  their  Commemoration  Service 
at  the  Cathedral.  Special  preparation  for  the 
Christmas  Service  was  very  worthwhile  and  the 
carols  created  the  musical  background  for  the 
acting  and  reading  of  the  Christmas  Story.  Out- 
standing was  the  effort  made  by  the  Choir  on  that 
occasion.  At  intervals  during  the  year  they  have 
sung  anthems  including,  "Awake  Thou  Wintry 
Earth",  a  Dutch  carol  of  the  seventeenth  century; 
"O  Sacred  Head",  a  Bach  Chorale,  and  "Doubt  Not 
Thy  Father's  Care",   by  Elgar. 


The  Choral  Group  was  a  new  venture.  A 
group  of  sixteen  senior  girls  meets  with  Mrs.  Birse 
each  Tuesday  after  school  for  sight-reading  and 
special  singing.  This  group  sang  "Lo  How  a 
Rose"  at  the  Carol  Service  and  since  then  has  had 
great  fun  preparing,  among  many  others,  "The 
Glenlyon  Lament"  and  "Little  David,  Play  on 
Your  Harp"  for  the  May  Recital. 

This  has  been  an  exciting  year  for  all  who  were 
fortunate  enough  to  be  in  the  Choir  or  who  joined 
the  Choral  Group.  Weekly  singing  classes 
continue,  with  emphasis  being  placed  on  diction, 
colour  and  shape.  What  a  Choir  Balmoral 
Hall  will  have  some  day,  and  we  say  a  very 
real  thank  you  to  Mrs.  Birse  who,  we  think, 
has  performed  miracles. 

Pamela  MacCharles, 
Grade  X 


The  Carol  Service 

The  gymnasium  was  quiet,  lighted  only  by  the 
Christmas  trees  on  the  walls,  and  in  the  air  there 
was  a  faint  trace  of  incense.  It  was  December  18, 
and  the  scene  was  set  for  the  Carol  Service.  Each 
girl  in  the  choir  carried  a  candle  as  they  led  the 
school  in  procession  singing  "Once  in  Royal 
David's  City"  and  "Hark1  The  Herald  Angels 
Sing." 

After  a  short  opening  prayer  by  the  Reverend 
G.  F.  Dyker,  the  story  of  the  Nativity  was  pre- 
sented in  the  traditional  way.  The  Carol  Service 
has  become  the  heart  of  Balmoral  Hall's  observation 
of  Christmas,  and  it  is  a  much-coveted  privilege  to 
be  one  of  the  small  group  of  senior  girls  who  have 
an  active  part,  either  as  a  reader,  or  in  one  of  the 
simple  but  moving  tableaux  through  which  the 
Christmas  story  is  unfolded. 

The  singing  of  the  Choir  and  the  School,  which 
links  the  episodes  in  the  story  and  reflects  their 
moods,  added  greatly  to  the  beauty  of  the  service, 
and  as  the  school  and  the  choir  left  the  gymnasium 
during  the  recessional,  "The  First  Nowell",  every- 
one felt  once  more  the  wonder  and  joy  of  Christmas. 
Betty  McRae 


The  Celebrity  Concerts 

During  the  winter  we  have  enjoyed  tastes  of 
many  varied  forms  of  musical  art.  There  was  the 
spirited  dancing  of  the  American  Ballet  Theatre, 
the  thrilling  performance  of  "Carmen"  by  the 
Wagner  Grand  Opera  Company,  and  in  contrast, 
a  relaxing  evening  of  singing  by  Thomas  L.  Thomas. 

Among  the  solo  instrumentalists,  some  of  us 
preferred  Berl  Senofsky,  the  violinist,  others 
especially  liked  Jose  Iturbi,  but  we  were  all  ex- 
tremely impressed  by  Glenn  Gould's  masterly  per- 
formance of  Bach's  "Goldberg  Variations"  for 
which  Mr.  Gould  has  become  justly  noted. 

One  of  the  highlights  of  the  season  was  the 
concert  by  the  Obenkirchen  Children's  Choir. 
Their  singing  of  "Snow  White  and  the  Seven 
Dwarfs"  was  particularly  captivating,  and  their 
departure  with  "The  Happy  Wanderer"  made  a 
delightful  ending. 

The  last  concert  was  the  Roger  Wagner 
Chorale  performance  of  "Oklahoma."  This  was  in 
a  decidedly  lighter  vein,  but  made  a  very  popular 
conclusion  to  a  season  of  good  music. 

Shirley  Donaldson, 
Grade  X 
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SENIOR  PIANOFORTE  AND  SINGING  RECITAL 
May  30th,  1958 


1.  Junior  High  School  Choir 

2.  Duet — Nora  Baker,  Linda  Leach 
Solo — Marged  Thomas 

Solo — Marilyn  Gleshy 

3.  The  School  Choir        


4.  Solo — Anne  Sellers 

Duet — Joan  Gallie,  Linda  Pitt 
Solo — Lori  McDougall 

5.  The  Choral  Group 

6.  Solo — Margaret  Kosinski 
Duet — Carol  Ann  Fields, 

Penelope  Shoemaker 
Solo — Valerie  Saul  .. 
7-  Junior  High  School 

8.  Solo — Jacqueline  Duncan 
Solo — Diane  McNaughton 
Solo — Heather  Miller 

9.  Senior  High  School  Choir 


O  CANADA 
The  Moon 

Marianina 

Theme  from  The  Unfinished  Symphony 

toccatina 

Lift  Thine  Eyes    

Awake,  Thou  Wintry  Earth 

Adagio 

Minuet  from  Samson 
Ecossaises 

The  Glenlyon  Lament 

Little  David,  Play  on  Your  Harp 
Valse  m  G  Flat,  Opus  70 

Spanish  Dance 

Sonato — 1st  Movement,  Opus  120 
Conducted  Rounds 
.Fantasia  in  D  Minor 
.Nocturne    .. 
.Malaguena 

The  Graceful  Swaying  Wattle 
The  Dashing  White  Sergeant 
THE  QUEEN 


Schubert 

Italian  Fol\Song 

Schubert 

Kabalevskj 

Mendelssohn 
Dutch  Carol 
17 th  Century 

Kuhlan 

Handel 

Beethoven 

Hugh  S.  Roberton 

Nfigro  Spiritual 

Chopin 

Mosz\ows\i 
Schubert 

Mozart 
Grieg 

Lecuona 

Fran\  Bridge 

Hugh  S.  Roberton 


A  senior  dance  group 

M.  Fisher,  E.  Glena,  D.  D.  Washington,  M.  Gooder. 


Results  of  Royal  Academy  of  Dancing  Examinations  —  May,  1958 


Elementary 


Margaret  Fisher 
Elaine  Glena 
Margaret  Gooder 


Intermediate 


Advanced 


Margaret  Fisher 
Margaret  Gooder 
Donna  Day  Washington 
Donna  Day  Washington 


28 


LIBRARY     REPORT 


Senior  Library 

Another  year's  experience  with  the  Dewy 
Decimal  System  has  made  more  of  us  familiar  with 
it.  As  a  result,  circulation  has  run  smoothly  and 
we  have  been  pleased  with  the  number  of  people 
using  the  Library,  which  has  increased  in  size 
and  scope  during  the  year. 

Young  Canada's  Book  Week  saw  a  great  increase 
in  activity  as  girls  sought  for  answers  to  the 
Library  Quiz.  The  winner  of  the  Quiz  from 
Grades  XXII  was  Valerie  Saul,  and  from  Grades 
VIMX,  Patricia  McMahon.  Glen  Gairn  House 
obtained  the  highest  number  of  points,  which  were 
awarded  for  all  completed  entries  as  well  as  for 
final  results.  Special  congratulations  go  to  the 
juniors  for  their  enthusiastic  efforts  to  perfect  their 
papers. 

Through  the  generosity  of  James  Richardson 
and  Sons,  the  Library  is  acquiring  the  Encyclopedia 
Canadiana  as  the  volumes  are  published.  We  feel 
that  this  up-to-date  publication  is  of  particular 
value  to  us  as  Canadians.  We  have  also  added 
several  periodicals,  including  three  educational 
publications  in  French. 

We  are  very  grateful  to  all  the  parents  who 
responded  so  generously  to  the  appeal  for  books  by 
specific  authors.  Within  two  days  of  the  lists 
being  taken  home,  fifty  books  had  arrived,  all  in 
excellent  condition. 

As  a  result  of  gifts  and  purchases,  our  Library 
now  contains  over  twenty-six  hundred  books. 
Since  September,  approximately  one  hundred  and 
fifty  have  been  given,  and  over  fifty  bought.  The 
processing  of  these  newly-acquired  books  has  been 
a  considerable  task  for  the  members  of  the  Executive 
and  Committee,  but  thanks  to  their  efforts  the 
new  books  have  been  rapidly  put  into  circulation. 
We  are  extremely  grateful  to  Mrs.  Leach  for 
having  come  to  teach  us  the  art  of  repairing  and 
rebinding  books.  This  has  been  a  valuable  ex- 
perience for  us  all. 

It  is  hoped  that  the  selection  and  ordering  of 
new  books  will  be  simplified  by  the  new  order 
card  file  by  which  details  of  suggested  purchases  by 
the  Library  are  submitted  for  consideration. 

This  year  the  scope  of  the  Library  has  been 
widened  to  include  long-playing  record?,  our  first 
acquisitions  being  "The  Merchant  of  Venice'" 
and  "Hamlet.'1 

In  conclusion,  I  should  like  to  thank  the  mothers 
for  their  continual  help  and  suggestions,  and  the 
Library  Executive  and  Committee  for  their  effi- 
ciency in  promoting  the  smooth  running  of  the 
Library. 

Elsie  Albertsen, 
Chief  Librarian 


Junior  Library 

This  past  year  has  been  a  busy  and  fruitful 
one  for  the  Junior  Library.  The  combined  efforts 
of  Miss  Jennings,  the  mothers,  and  the  girls 
themselves,  have  produced  a  very  efficiently-run 
library.  We  are  especially  grateful  to  Mrs. 
Moody  who  chose  many  of  the  new  books,  and 
to  Mrs.  Pennock  and  Mrs.  Ferguson  who  pro- 
cessed them. 

The  Executive  and  Committee  of  the  Senior 
Library  have  spent  hours  processing  new  books 
and  repairing  old  ones.  The  books  in  the  easy- 
reading  section  have  been  marked  with  red  tape 
for  picture  books,  and  green  for  the  "very  easy  to 
read"  books.  Jackie  Duncan  and  Shirley  Donald- 
son have  come  in  once  a  week  to  help  with  circula- 
tion. Extensive  plans  for  checking  and  for 
bringing  the  cataloguing  up  to  date  are  going  into 
effect  and  will  be  completed  by  June. 

A  number  of  French  books  have  been  bought, 
and  take  their  place  with  the  French  records. 
Several  other  types  of  record  also  occupy  a  promi- 
nent position  in  the  Library  in  a  record  holder 
given  by  Mrs.  Sellers. 

An  outstanding  event  of  the  year  was  an 
entertaining  puppet  show  given  by  Grade  Six  on 
"How  to  Use  a  Library."  Another  highlight 
was  the  processing  of  the  thousandth  book, 
"Arabian  Nights."  We  are  grateful  to  the  many 
parents  and  friends  whose  gifts  of  books  have 
helped  to  build  the  Junior  Library  to  its  present 
size. 

The  Library  has  been  well  used  on  all  occasions 
and  all  the  members  of  the  Junior  School  have 
contributed  something,  by  reports  of  their  favourite 
books,  and  by  suggestions  of  all  kinds,  to  a  very 
successful  year. 

Jacqueline  Duncan 
Shirley  Donaldson 


THE  LIBRARY  EXECUTIVE 

1957-1958 

Chief  Librarian — Elsie  Albertsen 
Gail  Allman  Patricia  Moss 

Helen  Smith  Jane  Ross 

Faith  Wilson  Fay  Sadler 


Committee 


Sara  Allan 
Shirley  Donaldson 
Jacqueline  Duncan 


Heather  Miller 
Pamela  MacCharles 
Lori  McDougall 


THE     LIBRARIANS      AT     WORK 


The  Preparation  of  New  Books 

Every  new  book  goes  through  several  processes 
before  it  is  ready  for  circulation.  The  final  stage 
is  the  marking  of  the  classification  number  on  the 
spine,  which  is  then  sprayed  with  a  protective 
coating  before  the  book  goes  on  to  the  shelves. 


Circulation 

Members  of  the  Library  Executive  are  re- 
sponsible for  the  circulation  of  the  books.  When 
a  book  is  taken  out,  a  card  is  signed  by  the  borrower, 
and  filed  according  to  the  date  by  which  it  should 
be  returned. 


Repairing  Books 

Books  returned  to  the  Library  with  loose  or 
torn  pages,  or  any  other  damage,  are  carefully 
repaired  before  they  go  back  on  to  the  shelves. 
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Literary  Society 

OFFICERS 

Honorary  President Jennifer  Young 

President Margaret  Gillespie 

First  Vice-President  Elizabeth  Kilgour 

Second  Vice-President Barbara  Park 

Secretary Gail  Allman 

Treasurer Elsie  Albertsen 

Social  Convenor  Naomi  Genser 

The  Literary  Society  is  a  new  organization  in  the  School,  and  we  feel  that  it  has  had  a  successful 
first  year.  The  society  was  formed  by  the  students,  with  the  guidance  of  Miss  Murrell-Wright  and  the 
support  of  the  staff. 

One  of  its  primary  objectives  is  to  enable  the  senior  students  to  become  familiar  with  the  rules  of 
parliamentary  procedure.  Public  speaking  is  encouraged  at  all  meetings.  Members  make  motions, 
discuss  problems,  ask  questions  and  move  votes  of  thanks,  and  we  hope  that  this  basic  training  will  help 
us  to  hold  executive  positions  with  confidence  later  in  life. 

The  programmes,  which  have  been  varied,  included  a  play-reading  of  "The  Bishop's  Candlesticks/' 
directed  by  Miss  Cook,  and  a  discussion  of  current  affairs  organized  by  Mrs.  McEwen.  At  another 
meeting,  Miss  Mann,  Director  of  Social  Work  at  the  University  of  Manitoba,  spoke  to  us  about  work 
in  that  field. 

The  Society  has  been  well  supported  by  the  students,  and  everyone  hopes  to  see  it  continued,  and 
its  activity  expanded,  next  year. 

Gail  Allman 


16th  Brownie  Pack 

Our  Brownie  Pack  consists  of  twenty-two  girls 
who  are  divided  into  four  Sixes.  The  leaders  of 
the  Sixes  are  Madeline  Murray,  Heather  Campbell, 
Rose  Gibbins  and  Penny  Macdonald. 

At  a  Fly-Up  ceremony  held  last  October,  twelve 
Brownies  were  presented  with  "Wings"  by  our 
Commissioners,  Mrs.  J.  Courts  and  Mrs.  K. 
Jones.  These  girls  have  since  joined  other  Guide 
companies.  At  the  same  ceremony  we  said  good- 
bye to  Mrs.  Nelson  Colville  who  had  been  our 
Brown  Owl  for  the  past  three  years. 

On  December  10  Mrs.  Colville  returned  to 
enrol  six  new  Brownies.  As  this  was  our  last 
meeting  of  the  Christmas  term,  we  held  our 
Christmas  party  at  the  same  time.  We  are  very 
grateful  to  the  Brownie  mothers  who  provided 
refreshments  and  assisted  at  the  meetings  on  both 
these  occasions. 

On  Thinking  Day,  February  23,  the  Pack 
attended  a  very  impressive  Thinking  Day  ceremony 
at  the  Arena.  Since  January,  the  Brownies  have 
been  very  busy  working  for  their  Golden  Bar  and 
Golden  Hand  badges. 

E.  Webb, 
Brown  Owl 


The  Lilac-Mission  Tea 

For  the  first  time  in  the  eight  years  that  it  has 
been  held,  the  Lilac-Mission  Tea  came  at  the  time 
when  the  lilacs  were  in  bloom  and  luxuriant  mauve 
lilacs  lined  the  entrance  to  the  Junior  School  and 
the  gymnasium. 

As  soon  as  one  entered  the  gymnasium  it  was 
evident  that  this  special  Tea  is  a  House  event. 
Each  House  had  its  corner  in  the  room  with  its 
own  tea-table  having  a  beautiful  centre-piece  in  the 
House  colour.  The  House  Heads,  helped  by  their 
Seniors,  had  spent  many  days  of  careful  planning 
and  every  girl  did  her  part  in  serving,  or  in  the 
many  behind-the-scene  jobs  that  such  an  occasion 
produces. 

As  well  as  the  Tea,  the  Houses  had  also 
arranged  a  games-room  which  was  filled  with  eager 
participants  all  afternoon,  and  a  Home-Cooking 
booth  where  the  Mothers'  delectable  cakes, 
cookies  and  candy  were  soon  purchased  by  our 
guests.  A  welcome  adjunct  to  the  games-room 
was  a  refreshment  stand  which  did  a  roaring 
trade  in  hot  dogs  and  lemonade. 

We  were  delighted  to  welcome  a  large  gathering 
of  parents  and  friends  at  the  Tea,  and  our  efforts 
were  well  rewarded  by  the  announcement  that  we 
had  earned  over  $650.00  which  will  more  than 
cover  our  missionary  obligations  which  include  the 
Gimli  Fresh-Air  Camp,  a  Hospital  cot  in  India, 
and  the  "Sunday  School  by  Post." 

Linda  Riddell 
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The  Hallowe'en  Party 


The  initiation  of  new  girls  is  always  the  main 
feature  of  Balmoral  Hall's  Hallowe'en  Party,  which 
is  planned  and  organized  by  the  prefects.  It  was 
held  this  year  on  Friday,  November  1st,  and,  as 
usual,  the  school  formed  the  audience  as  the  rather 
apprehensive  new  girls  paraded  into  the  gymnasium 
encouraged  by  the  gay  music  of  the  piano.  Cameras 
flashed  from  all  corners  of  the  room  as  the  colourful 
procession  of  animals,  musicians,  peasants,  and 
babies  was  led  in  by  a  sedate  young  nineteenth 
century  couple. 

The  Grade  VII  new  girls  opened  the  pro' 
gramme  with  a  scene  from  "Winnie  The  Pooh," 
and  "The  King's  Breakfast,"  which  were  amusing 
and  well  presented.  Following  these,  was  a 
picture  of  Grade  VIII  "By  Night  and  Day."  Will 
we  ever  forget  the  eastern  slave  dancers'  tango  to 
"Hernando's  Hide-Away"?  Two  Grade  XII  stu- 
dents  gave  a  hilarious  skit  portraying  a  few  weeks 
in  the  life  of  two  young  lovers,  John  and  Marsha. 
The  only  words  spoken  were  "John"  and  "Marsha" 
but  the  wide  range  of  tone  and  inflexion  enabled 
these  two  words  to  speak  volumes.  Grade  X 
presented  a  clever  comedy,  "The  Lamp  Went  Out." 
The  humour  lay  in  the  fact  that  the  words  of  the 
narrator  were  interpreted  literally  by  the  actors. 
For  example,  following  the  words,  "She  swept 
into  the  room,"  in  came  Mother  pushing  a  broom. 
A  shorter  item  was  a  comical  race  between  two 
babies  in  drinking  a  bottle  of  milk  and  eating 
crackers. 

The  new  girls  having  proved  their  ability  in 
singing,  dancing,  and  acting,  in  a  very  varied 
programme,  the  audience  and  performers  merged 
and  everyone  went  to  the  dining  room  where  hot 
dogs,  soft  drinks  and  doughnuts  were  served  amid 
much  chatter  about  the  preceding  events. 

The  climax  of  the  evening  came  with  the 
prefects'  presentation  of  "Cindelelli,"  a  highly 
original  version  of  Cinderella  in  fanciful  Chinese 
style.  Perhaps  the  most  amusing  scene  was  the 
Royal  Ball,  at  which  the  Prince,  Cindelelli,  and 
the  rest  of  the  court,  shuffled  in  procession  with 
minute  steps,  and  humming  a  weird  tune. 

After  a  gay  sing-song,  the  party  ended,  the 
new  girls  feeling  no  longer  "new,"  and  looking 
forward  to  next  year  when  they  would  enjoy  the 
efforts  of  others. 


Junior  Hallowe'en  Party 

On  Wednesday,  October  30th,  we  had  a  very 
nice  Ha1lowe'en  party.  First  we  had  a  Grand 
March.  Then  we  went  up  to  the  front  of  the 
gymnasium  to  introduce  ourselves.  There  were 
witches  and  ghosts,  clowns  and  gypsies.     There 


was  even  a  Christopher  Robin.  After  that  all 
the  grades  from  One  to  Six  did  different  acts. 
Grade  Thiee  played  forfeits,  and  Grade  Two  did 
a  relay  race  on  brooms  around  the  pumpkins. 
Grade  Four  talked  French  to  us.  Grade  Five  and 
Six  did  a  Hallowe'en  play  about  a  little  girl  who 
could  not  go  out  on  Hallowe'en,  and  a  pumpkin 
face  came  in  and  took  her  to  Hallowe'en  Land. 
We  sat  around  in  circles  and  had  ice-cream  and 
cookies.  Our  mothers  were  invited  and  we  were 
glad  that  many  of  them  came.  Then  it  was  time 
to  go  home,  and  all  of  us  shook  hands  with  Miss 
Murrell-Wright.  We  were  given  an  apple  as  we 
went  out.     We  all  had  a  lovely  time. 

Vicki  Griffiths, 

Jean  Riley, 

Susan  Weston 

Grade  III 


"Cupid  Capers" 

Friday,  February  14th,  became  a  date  with  a 
new  significance  on  Balmoral  Hall's  social  calendar 
with  "Cupid  Capers,"  the  first  Valentine  Dance  to 
be  held  at  the  school  for  some  years.  Despite 
twelve  below  zero  weather,  many  came  to  the 
Dance,  including  staff  and  alumnae,  and  everyone 
thoroughly  enjoyed  the  evening. 

The  decorations  in  the  gymnasium  followed  the 
Valentine  theme  in  an  original  and  effective  way. 
Cupid  and  heart  mobiles  hung  from  the  ceiling  in 
profusion,  accenting  a  four-foot  cupid  in  the  centre. 
Red  velvet  drapes  hung  on  each  side  of  the  entrance, 
and  small  replicas  of  the  mobiles  covered  the  walls. 
These  decorations  were  planned  and  carried  out 
by  a  committee  of  girls,  who  are  to  be  congratulated 
for  their  artistic  work. 

The  music,  by  Jack  Shapiro  and  his  orchestra, 
was  both  appreciated  and  enjoyed  by  everyone. 
Dancing  featured  the  "Paul  Jones,"  the  "Butter- 
fly," the  "Bunny  Hop"  and  the  "Heart  Dance." 
During  the  "Heart  Dance"  each  person  was  given 
six  paper  hearts.  When  he  replied,  "Yes,"  to  a 
question,  he  gave  one  heart  to  his  questioner. 
At  the  end  of  the  dance,  the  one  with  the  most 
hearts  was  declared  the  winner. 

A  delicious  smorgasbord  supper  was  served  in 
the  Common  Room,  which,  like  the  gymnasium, 
was  gay  with  the  symbols  of  Valentine's  Day.  A 
large  Valentine  cake  formed  the  centre-piece  on  the 
L-shaped  buffet  whose  lace  tablecloths  were 
trimmed  with  heart  motifs. 

When  the  evening  came  to  an  end,  as  all  good 
things  must,  everyone  went  home  tired,  but  satis- 
fied with  the  success  of  our  Valentine  Dance. 

Susan  Mack 
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BALLATER  HOUSE 

FOURTH  ROW— H.  Smith,  N.  Young,  K.  Jones,  B.  Gillespie,  J.  Ross,  L.  Wiley,  M.  Gillespie  (Head  of  House), 

S.  Kelsey,  G.  Allman,  S.  Mack,  E.  Kilgour. 
THIRD  ROW— N.  Turner,  R".  Allison.  M.  Ornstein,  L.  Pitt,  C.  Nairn,  A.  Sellers,  M.  Fisher,  S.  Salzberg,  J.  Gallie, 

S.  Donaldson,  M.  Cross,  L.  McKenty,  J.  Thorkelsson. 
SECOND  ROW— J.  .Sellers,  L.  Colville,  M.  Thomas,  C.  Smith,  M.  Chant,  D.  Dempster,  J.  Berry. 
FRONT  ROW— M.  Wiley,  S.  Bracken,  J.  Ellis,  H.  Campbell.  G.  Tucker,   I    Moody,  A.  McLean. 
ABSENT— L.  Leach,  K.  Neilson,  G.  Rice,  J.  Sutherland. 


BALLATER  HOUSE 


Dear  Ballater, 

This  year  has  been  an  exciting  and  prosperous 
one  for  Ballater  House.  The  new  members 
quickly  adopted  the  Ballater  spirit  and  joined  the 
old  members  in  working  and  playing  their  hardest 
for  our  house. 

Sports  Day  was  our  first  house  effort,  and  each 
member  did  her  part  in  bringing  us  to  a  close 
second  place  in  the  final  results.  We  especially 
congratulate  Marged  Thomas,  Linda  Pitt,  Signe 
Salzberg  and  Jane  Ross  for  their  achievements  that 
day.  Volleyball  brought  Ballater  to  the  gymna- 
sium to  cheer  and  play,  and  we  had  some  memorable 
games.  Ping  pong  in  the  Easter  term  spurred  on 
every  member  to  gain  points  for  the  house.  Signe 
Salzberg  won  the  Intermediate  championship,  and 
Cecilia  Smith  was  runner-up  in  the  Junior  section. 
We  had  a  hard  time  choosing  the  first  and  second 
teams  for  basketball,  and  those  who  were  chosen 
gave  generously  of  their  time  and  energy  to  achieve 
rewarding  results. 

The  school  gymnastics  competitions  attracted 
our  best  gymnasts,  and  although  they  found 
themselves  with  one  or  two  extra  bruises,  they  did 
very  well.  Barbara  Gillespie  and  Margaret  Fisher 
were  first  in  the  Senior  and  Intermediate  sections 
respectively,  and  Jane  Moody  was  third  in  the 
Juniors.  The  skating  races  found  Grades  IV  to  X 
on  the  ice  enduring  the  thrills,  chills  and  spills 
that  go  with  skating,  and  we  finished  in  second 
position. 


Academically,  Ballater  has  worked  conscien- 
tiously, bringing  us  to  second  place  at  Christmas. 
Something  new  this  year,  the  Honour  Roll,  en- 
couraged every  member  to  look  her  best,  and  to 
improve  her  posture,  and  many  have  contributed 
points  to  the  House  in  this  way.  Ballater  was 
well  represented  in  the  Literary  Competition,  and 
we  congratulate  Shelagh  Kelsey  for  her  story,  and 
Margaret  Fisher  for  her  poem. 

Helen  Smith,  our  Sports'  Captain,  Susan  Mack, 
our  secretary,  and  Elizabeth  Kilgour,  our  uniform 
monitress,  have  served  the  House  well,  and  I 
thank  them  for  their  help  and  advice.  I  would  also 
like  to  thank  our  staff  members,  Mrs.  Dawson, 
Mrs.  Coulter,  Miss  McMillan,  and  Miss  Cook, 
for  their  support  and  encouragement. 

To  you  now,  Ballater.  You  have  worked  and 
played  well.  Your  wonderful  house  spirit  pre- 
vailed in  all  activities,  whether  we  were  successful 
or  not,  and  this,  to  me,  is  the  important  thing. 
You  have  no  idea  how  proud  and  happy  I  have 
been  to  be  your  Head  this  year.  It  has  been  hard 
work  for  us  all,  but  I  enjoyed  every  minute  of  it, 
and  I  hope  you  did  too. 

Thank  you,  and  the  best  of  luck  to  you  next 
year, 

With  love, 

Margaret  Gillespie, 
Head  of  Ballater. 
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BRAEMAR  HOUSE 


Dear  Braemar, 

Soon,  another  year  at  Balmoral  Hall  will  end, 
a  special  year  for  me,  as  Head  of  Braemar.  But, 
happily,  it  will  not  mean  a  final  goodbye  because  I 
shall  be  back  next  year.  When  I  was  appointed 
your  House  Head,  I  felt  it  a  great  honour  and 
responsibility,  but  at  my  first  house  meeting,  I 
knew  that  it  was  also  a  great  opportunity.  I  shall 
never  be  thankful  enough  to  you  all  for  the  co- 
operation and  friendliness  that  you  have  shown  to 
me  at  all  times. 

In  reviewing  the  events  of  the  year,  I  feel  that 
Braemar  has  been  well  represented  in  all  activities. 
We  had  good  entries  in  the  Library  Quiz  and  the 
Literary  Competition,  and  many  Braemar  names 
have  appeared  on  the  new  Honour  Roll.  We  are 
also  proud  that  the  Head  Girl,  Jennifer  Young,  is 
a  member  of  our  House. 

Sports'  Day  was  the  first  athletic  event  of  the 
year,  and  you  showed  then  the  keenness  that  has 
been  maintained  throughout  the  year.     You  have 


shown  sportsmanship  and  enthusiasm,  and  we 
have  a  good  material  in  Braemar  which  should  lead 
us  to  greater  success  in  the  future.  In  the  mean- 
time  we  rejoice  m  our  notable  achievement  in 
winning  the  volleyball  cup.  To  Faith  Wilson, 
our  Games  Captain,  we  owe  our  thanks.  When  I 
could  not  come  to  meetings,  she  took  them,  and 
you  all  know  that  she  was  present  at  every  practice 
and  game,  cheering  us  on  and  coaching  the  teams 
very  ably. 

I  would  like  to  thank  Mrs.  McEwen  for  all  the 
helpful  advice  she  has  given  us  throughout  the 
year.  I  give  my  good  wishes  to  next  year's 
House  Head;  I  know  that  she  will  find,  as  I  have 
done,  that  your  enthusiasm  and  good  spirit  will 
make  her  year  of  office  a  truly  happy  one. 

I  wish  you  all  happy  holidays,  and  every 
success  next  year. 

With  sincere  love, 

Carol  Glesby, 
Head  of  Braemar 


BRAEMAR  HOUSE 
FOURTH  ROW— G.  Morris,  L.  Musgrove,  P.  Moss,  M.  Gooder,  J.  Mercer,  B.  Blewett,  C.  Glesby  (Head  of  House), 

J.  Duncan,  J.  Evans,  Deidre  White,  D.  Macnamara,  H.  Miller,  C.  A.  Cory. 
THIRD  ROW— F.  Wilson,  M.  Glesby,  W.  McPherson,  L.  Miller,  I.  Radstrom,  N.  Baker,  G.  Steele,  L.  Folliott, 

I.  Huebert,  J.  Burton. 
SECOND  ROW— D.  Cruse,  M.  Murray,  J.  Kirbyson,  J.  Plaxton,  D.  McNaughton,  E.  Glena,  B.  Payne,  N.  Russell, 

V.  Fraser. 
FRONT  ROW— J.  Clough,  N.  Sym,  D.  Moore. 
ABSENT— E.  Clough,  N.  A.  Eaton,  L.  Grant,  Dilys  White,  C.  Yates,  J.  Young. 
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CRAIG  GOWAN 

IN  THE  TREE — Meryl  Arnott,  G.  Long,  S.  Evans. 

THIRD  ROW— N.  Genser,  D.  Elwood,  C.  Kelsey,  J.  Smith,  S.  Peers,  T.  Cameron,  B.  A.  Aitkens,  ] 


McRae,  F.  Sadler, 


M.  Dowse,  V.  Plummer,  C.  A.  Fields,  L.  McDougall,  B.  Sidgwick  (Head  of  House). 
SECOND  ROW — R.  Murray,  R.  Stewart,  M.  Dyker,  G.  Jacobson,  P.  Hampton,  B.  Ross,  B.  LeBeau,  B.  Nichol, 

S.  Allan,  S.  Riley,  N.  Webb,  L.  FunneU. 
FRONT  ROW— L.  Trimble,  S.  Huggard,  Margaret  Arnott,  R.  Gibbins,  S.  Funnell,  L.  Swaffield,  J.  Riley,  P.  Pennock. 
ABSENT — S.  Averbach,  W.  Bracken,  A.  Weinstein,  R.  Genser,  J.  Alexander,  G.  Siemens. 


CRAIG  GOWAN  HOUSE 


Dear  Craig  Gowans, 

We  have  had  a  very  busy  year,  and  I  want  to 
congratulate  all  of  you  on  your  efforts  and  achieve- 
ments. We  started  the  year  with  a  flourish  by 
once  again  winning  the  highest  number  of  points 
on  Sports  Day,  spuired  on  by  this,  we  began  to 
practise  volleyball  and  had  a  successful  season. 
Our  "B"  team  won  all  their  games,  and  our  Juniors 
were  winners  of  their  tournament. 

In  the  new  year  we  turned  to  basketball,  and 
the  early  morning  practices  were  ably  conducted  by 
Diane,  our  Games  Captain.  They  brought  their 
reward  when,  after  a  hectic  competition,  we  won 
the  basketball  cup.  Skating  races  were  held  from 
Grades  IV  to  X,  and  Craig  Gowan  was  the  winning 
House.  The  Seniors  practised  ardently  for  their 
skating  skit,  but  unfortunately  the  ice  departed  a 
week  too  soon.  The  ping-pong  tournament  oc- 
cupied our  lunch-hours  and  other  spare  moments 
in  March,  and  we  congratulate  the  Senior  and 
Junior  champions,  Ruth  Murray  and  Suzanne 
Evans.  We  are  now  looking  forward  to  the 
swimming  meet  when  we  hope  Craig  Gowan  will 
continue  its  athletic  success. 


Many  Craig  Gowan  girls  have  contributed 
points  to  the  House,  through  the  Prefects1  Honour 
Roll  for  neatness,  good  posture,  and  general 
attitude,  and,  with  examinations  upon  us,  we  look 
forward  to  a  good  record  in  the  academic  field  too. 

We  have  worked  hard  this  year  and  we  have 
had  satisfactory  results.  I  would  like  to  thank 
our  staff  members,  Mrs.  Chown,  Mrs.  Byrne, 
Mrs.  Evans,  Mrs.  Saunders,  and  Miss  Lucas,  for 
their  interest  and  support.  I  would  also  like  to 
thank  Diana,  our  Sports'  Captain,  and  Naomi,  our 
Secretary,  for  their  enthusiastic  help,  and  our 
other  prefects,  Betty  and  Betty  Anne,  for  their 
contributions  to  the  success  of  the  House. 

I  have  had  a  wonderful  year  as  your  House 
Head,  and  I  hope  that  you  will  always  keep  the 
good  cheer  and  high  spirits  for  which  Craig 
Gowan  is  noted.     Good  luck  to  you  all. 

With  love, 

Barbara  Sidgwick, 
Head  of  Craig  Gowan 


GLEN  GAIRN  HOUSE 
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Dear  Glen  Gairns, 

This  year  has  been  an  important  one  for  Glen 
Gairn,  and  we  may  be  glad  of  the  opportunity  of 
working  together,  which  comes  from  belonging  to 
our  House.  There  is  no  aspect  of  the  daily  school 
life  of  each  one  of  you  that  does  not  affect  the 
House  in  some  way,  and  there  must  be  some  of  you 
who  have  experienced  this  year  for  the  first  time 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  your  individual 
success  in  some  field  has  contributed  to  the  success 
of  the  House.  Because  it  represents  the  steady 
effort  of  many,  we  were  particularly  gratified  at 
the  end  of  the  Christmas  term  to  find  Glen  Gairn 
in  first  place. 

In  sports  we  have  had  enthusiastic  participation 
and  several  outstanding  individuals.  Rosalind 
Wallace  was  Intermediate  Champion  on  Spoits 
Day,  Kathy  Curry  came  first  in  the  Midget  section 
of  the  Gymnastic  competition,  and  Mamie  Muter 
was  runner-up  in  the  Intermediate  division  of  the 
ping'pong  tournament. 

Everyone  who  sent  in  a  completed  entry  to  the 
Library  Quiz  helped  to  make  Glen  Gairn  the  house 
with  the  highest  number  of  points,  and  we  con' 


gratulate  Valerie  Saul  for  coming  first  in  the 
Senior  Section,  and  Patricia  McMahon  and 
Vanessa  Burdett  for  coming  first  and  second 
respectively  in  the  Intermediate  section.  We  were 
very  well  represented  in  the  Literary  Competition, 
having  the  second  highest  number  of  entries,  and 
Linda  Riddell,  Dee  Dee  Washington,  Judy  Harris, 
Rosalind  Wallace  and  Patricia  McMahon,  among 
the  winners. 

My  sincere  thanks  go  to  Miss  Oswald,  our 
staff  adviser,  and  to  Mrs.  Elliot,  Mrs.  Stovel,  Mrs. 
Burridge,  and  Mrs.  Birse,  for  their  support  and 
interest.  I  also  wish  to  thank  Barbara,  our 
Sports1  Captain,  Bridget,  our  Secretary,  and  Linda, 
our  uniform  monitress,  who  have  helped  in  so 
many  ways  this  year. 

May  your  future  House  Heads  gain  as  much 
from  being  your  Head  as  I  have  during  this  year. 

Good  luck  to  you  always, 

jWithJlove, 

Rae  Burrell, 
Head  of  Glen  Gairn 


GLEN  GAIRN  HOUSE 

FOURTH  ROW— C.  Bobrowski,  L.  Riddell,  B.  Howat,  J.  Harris,  C.  Albertsen,  L.  A.  Lewthwaite,  J.  Wilson,  B.  Park, 
E.  Albertsen,  R.  Wallace,  G.  Swinden,  P.  Shoemaker,  C.  Burrell.  R.  Burrell  (Head  of  House). 

THIRD  ROW— J.  Munro,  D.  D.  Washington,  C.  Cranston,  P.  McMahon,  H.  McGibbon,  M.  Lagergren,  M.  Kosinski, 
P.  MacCharles,  M.  Muter,  A.  Urquhart. 

SECOND  ROW— Irene  Brown,  Marian  Brown,  C.  McCulloch,  S.  Hansen,  V.  Burdett,  P.  McDonald. 

FIRST  ROW— K.  Curry,  Maryel  Andison,  Margaret  Andison,  M.  Bethel,  D.  Silvester,  K.  Wilson,  Margot  Brown. 

ABSENT— B.  Forrest,  V.  Saul,  J.  Smerchanski,  D.  Wilson. 
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JLHIFIE:  UM  fcESIJDONCIE 


The  Haunted  House 

Many  strange  tales  are  told  of  the  haunted 
Red  House.  By  day,  it  is  quite  deserted  except 
for  Mrs.  Elliot,  who  is  in  charge  of  the  house,  and 
Beth,  who  keeps  it  in  order.  I  visited  it  recently 
at  the  witching  hour  of  nine  in  the  evening,  and 
am  still  not  fully  recovered. 

I  opened  the  front  door  cautiously  and  was 
greeted  by  a  deafening  blast  of  primitive  music 
mixed  with  fainter  strains  of  "Carmen.'1  Someone 
flashed  by,  and  seconds  later  I  heard  a  rush  of 
water  and  the  slamming  of  a  door.  Three  weary 
figures,  with  mysterious  cases  in  hand,  appeared 
behind  me.  I  moved  quickly  aside  only  to  bump 
into  a  motionless  form,  so  engrossed  in  a  letter  in 
bold  masculine  writing  that  it  did  not  notice  me. 

As  I  started  up  the  stairs  the  house  began  to 
shake.  Great  thuds  were  coming  from  below, 
and  as  they  ceased  there  was  an  agonized  groan. 
A  voice,  echoing  my  thoughts,  uttered  an  ex- 
pressive,   My  word!"  just  above  me. 

I  bolted  up  the  remaining  steps  and  fled  into 
the  room  ahead  where  I  watched  in  horror  a  weird 
war  dance  going  on  to  the  accompaniment  of 
blood  curdling  shrieks  and  waving  of  hair  brushes. 
I  backed  out  hastily  into  the  adjoining  room  where 
a  group  was  gathered  around  a  huge  box,  having  a 
feast.  Two  little  forms  glided  past  carrying  bowls 
of  fish  and  turtles.  What  strange  rites  were  they 
about  to  perform,  I  wondered. 

With  mounting  apprehension,  I  stumbled  up 
to  the  top  floor.  The  complete  silence  that  met 
me  seemed  ominous.  Two  sedate  creatures  drifted 
past  me,  toiletries  in  hand,  a  faint  giggle  came 
from  my  right,  but  that  was  all. 


A  bell  tinkled  in  the  distance,  and  then  silence. 
Not  a  sound  from  anywhere.  Not  waiting  to  see 
if  this  was  just  a  lull  m  the  orgies,  I  fled  into 

the  street-  Margaret  Gooder 

Margaret  Fisher 


White  House  Notes 

"  'Twas  the  night  before  holidays  and,  all 
through  the  house,  every  creature  was  stirring, 
even  the  house  mouse,"  intones  Sue  Peers  as  she 
staggers  downstairs  with  suitcases  to  be  weighed. 

"Have  a  good  trip,"  she  calls  to  Marg  who 
has  just  caught  her  toe  on  a  case  and  landed  in  an 
open  trunk. 

D.D.  pirouettes  merrily  around  her  room, 
nimbly  avoiding  all  obstacles  in  her  last-minute 
practice  before  packing  her  pointed  shoes.  Pam,  her 
hair  in  rollers,  gathered  up  her  "Terry"  towels  to 
put  in  the  trunk. 

In  the  Middle  Room,  Noreen  is  making  no 
progress,  but  is  sitting  on  the  floor  laughing  over  a 
letter  she  received  weeks  before.  Jackie,  an 
impish  gleam  in  her  eye,  is  quickly  packing  away 
school  books  marked  with  many  tell-tale  finger- 
prints. Penny,  with  hair  dishevelled,  tiptoes 
noisily  into  the  bathroom  to  find  her  soap. 

As  we  proceed  to  the  fire-escape  room,  a  run- 
away satellite  swoops  past.  Upon  capture,  it 
turns  out  to  be  "harmless"  Laurie  in  a  dash  to  the 
trunk  room  for  yet  another  suitcase.  Shirley 
meanwhile  calmly  packs  numerous  sheets  of  music 
and  reading  material,  to  the  cheerful  sound  of 
Karen's  infectious  cackle.  Val  jives  into  the 
closet  to  rescue  a  dress  she  has  just  remembered. 
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From  the  second  floor  emanate  the  strains  of 
"Marches  on  the  River  Kwai"  and  Joey  and  Carol 
Ann  march  in  unison  to  their  suitcases,  rhyth- 
mically dropping  in  a  few  articles  in  a  haphazard 
fashion.  Ruth  pauses  in  her  search  for  the 
pyjamas  she  packed  by  mistake,  to  make  way  for 
Val  Saul  who  is  rushing  to  answer  a  call  from  her 
"darlm'  Charlie." 

Fay,  a  "fair"  packer,  is  trying  to  keep  track  of 
her  animals  which  someone  persists  in  hiding. 
Faith,  who  has  recently  joined  the  confusion  of 
Grade  XI  boarders,  watches  as  Helen,  one  of  our 
"fastest"  members,  is  just  about  to  begin  her 
packing. 

As  we  enter  the  "quietest"  part  of  the  Resi- 
dence, we  hear  Betty  emit  an  ear-piercing  shriek 
which  brings  the  Grade  Twelves  stampeding  in  to 
glimpse  a  tiny  mouse  scurrying  towards  it  hole. 
Just  as  "Corporal"  Sue  has  lined  us  up  for  a  salute, 
Miss  Murrell-Wright  enters  complaining  of  her 
nervous  indigestion.  Dismissal  of  the  troops 
brings  us  to  the  last  room  where  Shelagh  is  trying 
to  find  room  for  her  saddle  bags  and  Bridget  is 
hunting  for  her  new  blue  nylons.  Elsie  is  care 
fully  measuring  her  newly-shorn  locks  and  Gayle, 
drugged  by  the  "intimate"  atmosphere,  is  care- 
fully packing  her  bugs. 

Finally  Mrs.  Evans  makes  a  valiant  effort  to 
wade  through  the  luggage  to  turn  off  the  lights. 
Darkness  covers  the  confusion,  but  no  one  seems 
to  doubt  that  every  piece  of  baggage  will  be  ready 
before  breakfast  in  the  morning. 

Gayle  Morris 
Betty  McRae 


The  Christmas  Dinner 

Examinations  were  over  and,  by  the  evening  of 
December  17,  an  air  of  festivity  pervaded  the 
Lower  Corridor.  This  year  the  "Carol  Cocktail 
Party,"  which  always  precedes  the  boarders' 
Christmas  Dinner,  was  held  in  the  Common 
Room,  and  everyone  agreed  that  with  its  gift- 
laden  tree  and  gay  decorations,  it  made  a  delightful 
setting.  The  guests  joined  in  their  favourite 
carols,  and  then  strolled  to  the  dining  room,  still 
singing  "I  Wish  You  a  Merry  Christmas."  In  a 
few  moments,  crackers  were  popping  and  paper 
hats  appearing  as  a  delicious  dinner  of  roast  turkey 
was  served  in  flickering  candlelight. 

The  party  ended,  as  it  had  begun,  in  the 
Common  Room,  though  this  time  it  was  not  carols 
which  burst  forth,  but  exclamations  of  surprise  and 
pleasure  as  the  presents  from  the  Christmas  tree 
were  opened  and  shown  off  to  all  around.  What 
better  way  could  there  be  to  start  the  holiday 
season  than  with  such  an  evening  of  good  fun, 
good  food,  and  good  company. 

Rae  Burrell 


Initiation  Day 

Initiation  Day  is  one  of  fun  and  excitement  at 
Balmoral  Hall.  It  is  the  day  when  new  girls  hope 
and  pray  that  they  will  not  forget  their  pledge,  nor 
run  out  of  shoe-polish,  and  when  old  girls  come  to 
school  early  for  a  shoe-shine.  The  prefects  have 
a  wonderful  time  seeking  out  the  new  girls,  who 
soon  find  that  there  is  no  safe  hiding-place.  Every 
minute  that  is  not  spent  in  class  they  are  kept 
busy,  and,  as  one  of  them  said,  "As  the  morning 
wore  on,  our  knees  wore  out."  After  lunch, 
when  school  had  started,  all  new  girls  took  a  deep 
breath,  for  that  part  of  the  tiial  was  over. 

Cecilia  Smith, 
Grade  VII 


May  Day  Party 

For  Grades  VIII  and  IX  and  their  friends 
May  2  at  8.30  p.m. 

PROGRAMME 

1.  "Find  Your  Partner" 

Make  a  paper  corsage  or  boutonniere, 
then  dance. 

2.  Paul  Jones 

3.  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  Race 

4.  Broom  Dance 

5.  Bunny  Hop 

6.  Elimination  Dance 

7.  Snowball  Dance 

8.  Free  Dancing 

9.  Adam  and  Eve  Dance 

10.  May  Night  Picnic 

11.  Free  Dancing 

12.  Fox  Trot 

13.  May  Day  Special 

14.  Goodnight  Waltz. 

THE  QUEEN 


Vesper 

Sol  descendit.  Procul  audio  carmen  tranquillum 
avium.  Sonus  maestus  grillorum  et  ranorum 
quietem  noctis  turbant.  Zepheri  in  arboribus 
spirant,  tremefacientes  folia  venusta  in  saltationem 
dryadum.  Homines  suum  opus  deposuerunt  et 
requietem  petiverunt.  Vespertina  astra  lucent  in 
caelo  super,  et  subter,  preces  fidelium  aera  implent. 
Natura  dormit,  dum  tenebrae  appropinquant  et 
terram  defessam  complent. 

Signe  Salzberg, 
Grade  X 
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CLASS     NOTES 


"Pieces  of  Eight" 

Twenty  seven  in  all  are  we; 
A  lively  bunch,  as  you  will  see; 
Scholars,  artists,  athletes  tall, 
Bookworms,  dancers — meet  them  all. 

Julia  shines  in  exam  and  test; 

Monica's  spelling  was  the  best, 

And  when  it  came  to  the  Library  Quiz, 

Pat  and  Vanessa  were  a  whizz,. 

Corinne,  Marsha  and  Diane 

Practise  Bach,  Liszt,  and  Chopin; 

Suzanne  and  Betty  have  happy  times 

Drawing,  painting,  and  making  rhymes. 

Of  sporting  girls  we  have  a  few, 

Linda  Pitt,  Roberta  too; 

On  horse  and  box,  on  ropes  and  bars, 

Anita  and  Nancy  are  shining  stars. 

Anne  and  Elaine  at  plies  strive, 

While  Nicky  and  Signy  prefer  to  jive. 

With  Dilys  and  Carol,  the  mood  is  quiet, 

But  Pam,  Audrey,  and  Marilyn  cause  quite 

a  riot. 
Behind  those  books  lurk  Linda  and  Meryl, 
Lost  in  tales  of  romance  or  peril; 
We  know  that  Wendy,  Janis  and  Gale 
As  future  nurses  will  not  fail. 

With  varied  gifts  and  interests,  too, 
Our  idle  moments  are  but  few, 
And  whether  we're  at  work  or  play, 
Life  in  Grade  VIII  is  always  gay. 


We  Are  Exceptional 

Did  you  know  that  one  of  Grade  IX — 
1.  Speaks  German  fluently?  2.  Performed  with 
the  American  Theatre  Ballet?  3.  Came  first  in  the 
duets  in  the  Manitoba  Music  Festival?  4.  Rode 
from  Victoria  Beach  to  Grand  Beach  on  a  bicycle? 
5.  Builds  model  airplanes?  6.  Has  a  medal  for 
waltzing  on  ice?  7-  Once  owned  a  monkey? 
8.  Rode  in  the  Calgary  Stampede  parade?  9.  Has 
been  to  Europe?  10.  Goes  on  snowshoe  hikes? 
11.  Made  her  own  Christmas  caids?  12.  Rode  in 
the  Winnipeg  Horsemen's  Club  show?  13.  Saved 
Brenda  from  drowning?  14.  Climbed  a  12,000  ft. 
mountain?  15.  Appeared  on  "Close-Up"?  16.  Has 
Intermediate  life'saving  award?  17.  Is  working  for 
"Elementary"  in  ballet?  18.  Saw  "Twelfth  Night" 
at  Stratford?  19.  Fell  through  the  bottom  of  a 
canoe?  20.  Reorganized  Mrs.  Birse's  music  cup- 
board? 21.  Has  read  "The  Brothers  Karamazov"? 
22.  Has  skied  at  Banff?  23.  Helped  with  magazine 
advertising?  24.  Has  been  Class  President  every 
year  since  Grade  IV? 


Here  they  are: — ■ 

Carol  Bobrowski,  Margot  Gooder,  Louise, 
Joan  Mercer,  Joan  Gallie,  Joan  Burton,  Judy 
Evans,  Barbara,  Rosemary,  Mamie,  Judy  Harris, 
Rosalind,  Nancy  Webb,  Margot  Cross,  Lynn, 
Carol  Cranston,  Margaret,  Nancy  Eaton,  Lindsay, 
Brenda,  Dianne,  Suzanne,  Geraldine  and  Wendy. 

We  ask  to  be  remembered  for  these,  our 
noteworthy  achievements;  our  subversive  acts  are 
better  not  recorded. 


A  Pilgrimage  From  Seven  to  Eight 

It  was  Fall,  and  groups  of  pilgrims  were 
gathering.  I  chanced  upon  one  merry  band,  mak' 
ing  plans  for  their  first  great  pilgrimage. 

"Our  brains  will  be  our  horses,"  agreed  Brenda 
and  Nora,  the  chosen  leaders  for  the  first  part  of  the 
journey,  and  Claire,  who  later  took  command, 
saw  that  the  horses  were  well-exercised. 

They  set  off  on  a  sunny  day  in  September,  and 
had  not  gone  far  when  they  happened  on  a  sporting 
gathering,  at  which  Gail  and  Marged  proved 
themselves  Champions.  They  were  congratulated 
by  Cecilia  and  Nancy  who  cheered  heartily  at  all 
athletic  contests  along  the  way. 

As  the  weeks  flew  by,  the  pilgrims  travelled 
through  many  strange  lands,  and  eagerly  inquired 
into  everything  new  that  came  their  way.  At 
the  two  main  stopping  places,  Marian  and  Joan 
encouraged  everyone  to  spend  a  few  days  reading 
and  meditating  on  all  they  had  learnt,  in  order  to 
be  ready  to  enter  their  destination. 


NEXT  CLA55-SC/ENCF' 


S.  Kelsey 
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Grey  Tenser  Oliver 

(With  apologies  to  H.  L.  Chace,  author  of 
"Anguish  Languish") 


(Anyone  unfamiliar  with  this  rhetorical  device 
is  advised  to  read  the  words  aloud  exactly  as  they 
are  written,  with  strict  care  for  pronunciation,  and 
the  meaning  should  become  clear.) 

A  sin  oiled  gull  off  Ball-mural  Hull,  ahead  okay 
shun  two  spinned  a  diet  thee  skull  resent-lee. 
Far  rolled  thyme's  ache,  eye  day-sided  two  comb 
Ian  thyme  fur  payers.  Aye  want  strayed  ope 
Toothy  Jim  ware  twin-tee  saving  gulls  whirr 
ranging  thee  bunches.  I  pneumonia  phase,  and 
ray-mam-bring  dot  tree  ears  hat  parsed  scents 
aye  lift,  aye  calk-elated  dot  day  mussed  knobby 
Grey  Tents.  Intercourse  offer  die  eyewash  two 
seedy  maim-bears  Otis  clause  money  thymes. 

Play-ink  thee  organize  oh  Heather,  end  Judy 
sank  inner  desk-ant  suction  odour  quire.  A  sigh 
Lefty  Jim,  eye  no-diced  Deidre,  harm  inner  gassed, 
strangling  wit  Gail  toe  Lefty  Bunch. 

Eyewash  on-vat-aid  toe  launch  inn  thee  Hum- 
ache  rum  buy  tea  Grey  Tents  wit  Noreen  ass 
hoe-stays,  end  Janet  end  Cheryl  a-Sistine.  Parsing 
Trudy  gloss  Pa's-age,  eyes  oh  Dee  Dee  end  Pam 
wading    foursome    ale.     Barbara    Gillespie    rust 


parsed  rat-urn  infamy  Space-all  Jim  pecked-us. 
Sue  Allan  hepped  knee  too  fined  a  buck  inn  thee 
lye-brewery,  end  eyesore  Glorianne  end  Ingrid 
heart  ate  were  cat  too  offer  day-bells.  Glen-sing 
truth  thee  winter,  eye  no-diced  Val  end  Penny 
scatting  grease-foal-eye  an  thee  eyes. 

Aft-ere  launch,  eye  paste  threw  dial  ower 
core-door,  ray-culling  owl  memorize.  Barbara 
Blewett  end  Susan  Averbach  whirr  chive-in  inter- 
com man  rum,  end  Jocelyn  whizz  inn  dart  rum, 
dew-wing  same  axe-tray  were  con  aye  pitcher. 
Aster  two  cluck  bull-ring,  Cydney  lepidopterous 
tear  case  on  away  took  lass. 

Own  may  weight  oh  ah  biscuit-bell  gum,  eye 
picked  inn  own  Carol  Anne  end  Lori  hoe  whirr 
due-wing  schools  an  thee  pecked-ice  roams,  end 
aye  herd  Margaret  tuna  vile  inn.  An  thee  June- 
ear  lye-brewery,  Jackie  end  Shirley  war  a  rein  gin 
guy  displace  off  bucks  on  dish  elves. 

Enter  Jim,  thee  gum  whizz  jest  big-gaining, 
hand,  low  hand  bee-old,  Karen,  Signe,  end  Sue 
wear  under  Biscuit-bell  tame!  Re-alley,  aye 
sought  tummy  shelf,  Grey  Tenser  Oliver ! 


SPORTS 


BETTY  ANNE  AITKENS  —  SPORTS  CAPTAIN 


Sports  Report,  1957-8 

The  writing  of  this  report  made  me  realize 
what  a  very  varied  sports  programme  we  are  able 
to  have,  with  every  season  bringing  its  own  activity 
and  all  available  space  in  the  school  and  grounds 
being  used  to  the  full. 

The  first  event  of  the  sports  year  is  a  meeting 
at  which  the  new  girls  take  part  in  various  games 
and  contests  to  give  the  sports'  committee  a  chance 
to  divide  the  new  athletic  skill  as  evenly  as  possible 
among  the  Houses.  From  that  day  on,  the  can 
pletion  of  one  sports  competition  is  immediately 
followed  by  the  introduction  of  another,  with  the 
main  object  always  being  the  participation  of  the 
greatest  number  of  girls. 

I  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank 
Miss  Webb,  who  came  to  us  this  year  from  England, 
for  all  the  help  she  has  given  us.  I  would  also 
like  to  thank  the  House  Heads  and  Games  Captains 
for  their  help  and  co-operation  throughout  the  year. 

Betty  Anne  Aitkens, 

Sports  Captain 
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Senior  Sports'  Day 

October  17th  was  a  special  day  at  Balmoral 
Hall.  It  was  Senior  Sports  Day,  the  first  occasion 
in  the  year  when  we  gathered  in  Houses  instead 
of  in  forms.  On  the  river-side  lawn,  there  gradual' 
ly  emerged  four  focal  points  of  bustling  excitement 
— red,  green,  blue,  and  yellow — as  each  new 
arrival  put  on  her  House  band  and  eagerly  dis- 
cussed the  prospects  for  the  day. 

As  the  races  followed  each  other  in  quick 
succession,  each  harassed  Sports  Captain  ex- 
uberantly or  sadly  jotted  down  race  results,  while 
expectant  House-members  peered  over  her  shoulder 
to  get  the  latest  "standings."  House  Heads 
rushed  endlessly  from  the  starting-line  to  their 
House  corners  issuing  eleventh-hour  instructions 
and  urging  each  new  competitor  to  "do  or  die." 
Stimulated  by  this  enthusiastic  leadership,  even 
the  youngest  felt  that  it  was  the  House  that 
counted,  and  that  she  had  her  contribution  to  make. 

The  counterpoint  of  cheering  and  leaping  in 
the  air  was  taken  up  in  each  corner  in  succession 
as  victories  were  registered  amid  mounting  tension. 
By  the  time  the  crowning  event,  the  House  Relay, 
was  called,  every  new  girl  must  have  felt  some- 
thing of  the  thrill  of  working  with  girls  from  every 
form  in  the  school,  who  were  bound,  by  a  common 
allegiance,  to  their  House. 

Linda  Riddell 


Sports  Day  Results 

Senior  Champion     . 

Rae  Burrell — Glen  Gairn 

Intermediate  Champion     . 

Rosalind  Wallace — Glen  Gairn 

Junior  Champions     . 

Gail  Long — Craig  Gowan 
Marged  Thomas — Ballater 

Midget  Champion     . 

Rose  Gibbins — Craig  Gowan 

Winning  House     . 
Craig  Gowan 


House  Volleyball  Tournament 

1.  Braemar 

2.  Craig  Gowan 

3.  Glen  Gairn 

4.  Ballater 


BRAEMAR  VOLLEYBALL  TEAM— 1958 
STANDING— J.  Duncan,  J.  Young. 

KNEELING— B.  Blewett,  P.  Moss,  L.  Musgrove;  J.  Burton,  M.  Gooder. 
IN  FRONT— F.  Wilson  (Captain). 


SCHOOL  BASKETBALL  TEAM— 1958 
BACK  ROW— B.   Sidgwick,  G.  Allman,   L.  A.   Lewthwaite,  K.   Jones. 
MIDDLE  ROW— S.  Salzberg.  L.  Musgrove.  V.  Saul,  F.   Wilson. 
FRONT  ROW— S.  Peers,  B.  A.  Aitkens  (Captain),  B.  McRae. 


Basketball 

We  were  very  glad  that  there  were  enough 
players  to  have  both  first  and  second  team  tourna' 
ments  this  year,  and  the  House  Games  Captains 
conducted  team  practices  at  8.30  in  the  morning 
during  March.  When  the  points  from  all  matches 
were  added  together,  Craig  Gowan  had  the  highest 
number  and  Braemar  came  second. 

There  were  both  Senior  and  Junior  matches 
between  Boarders  and  Day  Girls,  the  Day  Girls 
winning  the  Junior  and  the  Boarders  the  Senior. 

The  School  Basketball  team  had  an  exceptionally 
good  season  with  many  more  matches  than  usual. 
The  team  practised  regularly  on  Saturday  mornings 
and  a  very  great  improvement,  both  in  individual 
and  team  play,  was  noticed  m  the  later  games. 

Alumnae  Games  Night 

This  took  place  this  year  on  Friday,  February 
21st.  The  Alumnae  won  the  volleyball  and  the 
School  won  the  basketball  matches. 

Swimming  Meet 

First Ballater 

Second Glen  Cairn 

Third Braemar 

Fourth  Craig  Gowan 


Skating 


We  had  a  long  skating  season  with  very  good 
ice,  thanks  to  Mr.  Sabourin  who  had  devised  a 
very  efficient  system  for  flooding  the  rink  regularly. 
The  skating  races  were  run  off  in  grades  from 
Grade  IV  to  Grade  X  and  House  points  were  given 
for  entries  and  for  winners.  The  Seniors  spent 
several  days  practising  short  skits  for  a  further 
competition,  but  unfortunately  the  ice  melted  one 
day  too  soon. 

House  Skating  Results: 

1.  Craig  Gowan 

2.  Ballater 

3.  Glen  Gairn 

4.  Braemar 

Ping  Pong 

We  had  large  entries  in  all  sections  of  the 
tournament  and  the  Red  House  basement  was  a 
scene  of  great  activity  before  school  in  the  morning, 
after  lunch  and  at  four  o'clock.  We  would  like 
to  thank  all  the  referees  who  gave  a  great  deal  of 
time  to  officiating  at  these  matches. 
Senior  Ping  Pong  Champion — Ruth  Murray. 
Intermediate  Ping  Pong  Champion — Signe  Salzberg 
Junior  Ping  Pong  Champion — Suzanne  Evans. 
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BALMORAL      HALL      CALENDAR 


CHRISTMAS  TERM,  1957 

Sept.    9 — Boarders  arrive. 
Sept.  10 — Opening  Prayers. 

Head  Girl  and  Prefects  receive  cords. 
Sept.  17 — House  Heads  elected. 
Sept.  18 — Library  Executive  announced. 

Magazine  Executive  announced. 
Sept.  19 — Class  Presidents  elected. 

First  House  meetings. 
Sept.  20 — Sports  meeting. 
Sept.  27 — Supplementary  Reading  tests. 
Oct.     2 — Mothers'  Auxiliary  Fall  Meeting  and 

Tea. 
Oct.     3 — Boarders  attend  ballet,  "Giselle." 
Oct.     4 — Senior  Boarders  attend  St.  John's 

Ravenscourt  Wiener  Roast. 
Oct.  11 — Four  new  Prefects  receive  cords. 

House  Heads  receive  pins  from  former 

House  Heads. 

Thanksgiving  Service. 
Oct.   12-14 — Thanksgiving  Weekend. 
Oct.  15 — First  Brownie  Meeting. 
Oct.  16 — Junior  Sports  Day. 
Oct.  17 — Senior  Sports  Day. 

Grades  IV-VI  attend  Student  Symphony. 
Oct.  21 — Television — H.M.  the  Queen  addresses 

the  United  Nations  General  Assembly. 
Oct.  24 — United  Nations  Day. 
Oct.  26 — Junior   Boarders   attend    "Around   the 

World  in  Eighty  Days." 
Oct.  30 — Red  Feather  Campaign. 

Junior  Hallowe'en  Party. 
Nov.    1 — Grades  X,  XI,  XII  attend  Commemora- 
tion Service  at  St.  John's  Cathedral. 

Initiation  Party. 
Nov.    8 — Rev.  J.  C.  Clough   conducts  Remem- 
brance Day  Service. 
Nov.  8-11 — Boarders'  weekend. 
Nov.  20 — Mrs.   Knox   spoke   on   "The   Save   the 

Children  Fund." 
Dec.     3 — Braemar  won  the  Volleyball  tournament. 

Collection  cf  canned   goods  for  Point 

Douglas  Mission. 
Dec.     4 — Collection  of  clothing  for  Peguis  Indians. 
Dec.     5 — Collection  of  toys,  books  and  games  for 

Point  Douglas  Mission. 
Dec.  9-17 — Christmas  Examinations. 
Dec.   17 — Boarders'  Christmas  Party. 
Dec.  18 — Christmas  Carol  Service,  2.30  p.m. 
Dec.  19 — School  closes  for  Christmas  vacation. 

EASTER  TERM,  1958 

Jan.      8 — Boarders  return. 

Jan.      9 — School  re-opens. 

Jan.  10 — First  meeting  of  the  Literary  Society. 

Jan.  16 — Boarders    attend   Ballet    at    Playhouse. 


Jan.    27 — Alumnae  Annual  Meeting. 

Feb.   14 — "Cupid  Capers." 

Feb.   14-17 — Boarders  long  weekend. 

Feb.   19 — Basketball    Game — Balmoral    Hall    vs. 

United  College. 
Feb.  20 — New  Prefects  receive  cords. 

Junior  Skating  Races. 
Feb.  21 — Alumnae  Games  Night. 
Feb.  24 — Grade    XII    attend   Lenten   Service   at 

Holy  Trinity  Church. 

Basketball    Game — Balmoral    Hall    vs. 

Gordon  Bell  High  School. 
Feb.  28 — Basketball    Game— Balmoral    Hall    vs. 

University  of  Manitoba. 
Mar.  1-8 — Miss    Murrell-Wright    attends    Head- 
mistress's Conference  in  South  Carolina. 
Mar.    7 — Seniors  attend  St.  John's  Ravenscourt 

Cadet  Ball. 
Mar.    8 — Basketball    Game — Balmoral    Hall    vs. 

Technical  Vocational  High  School. 
Mar.  13 — School  Gymnastics  Competition. 
Mar.  15 — Manitoba  Gymnastics  Competition. 
Mar.  18 — -Basketball    Game — Balmoral    Hall    vs. 

Gordon  Bell  at  Gordon  Bell. 
Mar.  24-April  1 — Easter  Examinations. 
Mar.  25 — Dr.  J.  S.  Thompson,  Moderator  of  The 

United   Church    of  Canada,    conduct  3 

Morning  Prayers. 
Apr.    2 — School  closes  for  Easter  Vacation. 


SUMMER  TERM 

Apr.  15 — Boarders  return. 

Apr.  16 — School  re-opens. 

Apr.  16 — Results    of   Literary    Competition    an- 
nounced. 
New  Blazer  crests  given  out. 

Apr.  17 — School  Prayers — Rev.  Canon  J.  N. 
Doidge  introduced  Rev.  S.  E.  Davis, 
missionary  from  Palampur,  Punjab,  India. 

May    2— May  Day  Party— Grades  VIII  and  IX. 

May    3 — Alumnae  Scholarship  Tea. 

May  5— Rev.  Canon  S.  W.  Goldsmith,  Head- 
master of  Shattuck  Military  Academy, 
conducts  Morning  Prayers. 

May  12 — New  Union  Jack  given  by  the  Prefects, 
unfurled  at  Morning  Prayers. 

May  16-19 — Victoria  Day  Weekend. 

May  22 — Lilac  Mission  Tea. 

May  30 — Senior  Piano  and  Singing  Recital. 

June    4 — Mothers'  Auxiliary  Annual  Meeting. 

June    4 — Junior  Piano  and  Singing  Recital. 

June     8 — Closing  Service  at  the  School. 

June  1 1  — Closing  Exercises  at  Westminster  Church, 
followed  by  Garden  Party  at  Balmoral 
Hall. 
Graduation  Dance  at  the  School  9  p.m. 


Grade  XII 


ELSIE  ALBERTSEN 

Elsie,  one  of  Glen  Gairn's  able  supporters  and 
a  helpful  Prefect,  has  had  a  very  busy  and  successful 
year.  She  has  proved  herself  a  valuable  member 
of  the  Choir  and  the  Tuesday  Choral  Group.  She 
has  also  been  a  competent  Head  Librarian  for  the 
past  two  years,  and  was  outstanding  as  convener 
of  the  decorating  committee  for  the  Valentine 
Dance.  This  coming  August  will  see  Elsie  tread' 
ing  the  corridors  of  St.  Boniface  Hospital.  Best 
of  luck  with  the  "lamp,"  Elsie! 

NAOMI  GENSER 

Naomi  of  the  "sun-kissed"  fringe  was  a  late- 
comer to  the  "little  room"  and  turned  her  musical 
abilities  to  the  alto  section  of  the  choir.  She  has 
been  a  Prefect,  a  member  of  Craig  Gowan's  volley- 
ball team,  and  Social  Convener  to  the  Literary 
Society.  "Gense"  begins  her  diet  "tomorrow,  and 
tomorrow,  and  tomorrow" — but  we  understand! 
Next  year  Naomi  plans  to  enter  the  University  of 
Manitoba.      All  the  best  in  everything,  "Gense"! 

MARGARET  GILLESPIE 

Marg  believes  firmly  in  the  old  saying,  "It's 
better  late  than  never."  Besides  being  a  Prefect, 
she  has  been  the  jovial  Head  of  Ballater  House, 
President  of  the  Literary  Society,  chief  organizer 
of  the  ping-pong  tournament  and  a  member  of  the 
Monday  Ballet  group.  The  proud  possessor  of  a 
strong  alto  voice,  she  sang  in  the  Choir  and  in  the 
Choral  Group.  Next  year  Marg  plans  to  invade 
the  University  of  Western  Ontario.  Our  best 
wishes  go  with  you,  Marg. 

SHELAGH  KELSEY 

Our  musically-inclined  boarder  has  had  a  busy 
year  participating  in  the  School  Choir,  special 
Choral  Group,  and  Winnipeg  Girls'  Choir.  Shelagh 
was  our  class  Vice-President  for  two  terms  and  is 
the  able  Advertising  Manager  for  the  School 
Magazine.  A  love  of  animals,  including  real  or 
chocolate  mice,  has  played  an  important  part  in  the 
life  of  this  biology-minded  supporter  of  Ballater 
House.  As  our  equestrian  friend  rides  along  to 
Mount  Allison  University  to  take  Science,  we 
wish  her  luck. 

LESLIE  ANN  LEWTHWAITE 

Bridget,  our  cheerful  "barefoot-contessa"  from 
Emerson,  keeps  the  White  House  rocking.  She 
has  found  time  to  participate  in  the  Choir,  Basket- 
ball, swimming,  music,  and  the  Magazine  Executive. 
This  busy  Class  President  and  Secretary  of  Glen 
Gairn  spends  most  of  her  free  time  in  matters 
concerning  the  telephone,  the  mail,  and,  of  course, 
"food."  Next  year  will  find  Bridget  taking 
Occupational  and  Physical  Therapy  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Toronto.  Luck  o'  the  Irish  to  ye, 
Bridg! 


SUSAN  MACK 

Sue,  Class  President  of  Grade  XII  and  "musical" 
hoarder  of  two  years'  standing,  hails  from  Port 
Arthur.  She  has  had  a  very  busy  year  forcing 
herself  to  rise  in  time  for  breakfast,  but  once  up,  she 
is  busily  engaged  with  the  Magazine  Executive,  the 
Choir,  and  Ballet.  At  noon  you  will  find  Sue  first 
in  line  waiting  for  that  out  of  town  "male."  Next 
year  she  plans  to  enter  Manitoba  Teachers'  College. 
Good  luck  and  vive  la  France,  "Susan". 

BETTY  McRAE 

How  glad  we  were  to  see  Gran  join  our  ranks 
again  and  give  another  year  of  enthusiastic  support 
to  the  Student  Council,  Craig  Gowan  House,  the 
basketball  team,  the  Choir  and  the  Choral  Group. 
As  Photography  Editor  of  the  Managazine  and 
pursuing  other  fields  of  photography  with  persist' 
ence,  she  has  proved  herself  a  master  of  the  craft. 
Next  year  Gran  plans  to  take  her  smile  and  good 
humour  to  brighten  the  lives  of  the  Home  Econo- 
mists.    Happy  days,  Gran. 

GAYLE  MORRIS 

Early  every  morning  our  Head-of-Residence 
can  be  seen  and  heard  on  her  rounds.  Gayle  has 
been  a  capable  Prefect  and  a  member  of  the  Maga- 
zine Executive.  She  is  active  in  Braemar  as 
Secretary  and  a  member  of  its  volleyball  and 
basketball  teams,  as  well  as  being  an  ardent  tennis 
player.  Gayle's  favourite  occupation  this  year 
was  waiting  for  her  regular  10.15  phone  call  from 
her  "aunt."  Next  year  we'll  find  Gayle  at 
Manitoba  Teachers'  College.  We  wish  her  the 
best  of  luck  and  hope  her  dreams  will  be  realized. 

JENNIFER  YOUNG 

In  looking  at  Grade  XII,  we  find  that  "Jefinaer," 
the  only  "natural"  blonde  in  the  class,  has  had  a 
busy  year  as  our  Head  Girl.  A  devoted  member  of 
her  House,  she  played  on  Braemar's  first  volleyball 
and  basketball  teams.  Besides  being  an  active 
member  of  the  School  Choir  and  Choral  Group,  she 
has  been  the  Honorary  President  of  the  Literary 
Society.  Next  year,  Jen  will  be  at  the  University 
of  Toronto  School  of  Nursing,  and  how  we  shall 
miss  that  M.G.  Despite  the  loss,  we  wish  her 
success  m  all  her  ventures. 


Grade  XI 

BETTY  ANNE  AITKENS 

Joey,  our  capable  Sports  Captain,  a  Prefect, 
member  of  the  Magazine  Executive  and  the  School 
Choir,  hails  from  "Boys-in-vain."  Her  pet  subject 
is  gym,  hairnets  are  her  BABY,  and  her  favourite 
saying  is,  "Big  Jump,  Gran",  as  another  basketball 
game  begins.  Next  year  will  see  Joey,  with  her 
whistle,  on  the  games  field  at  Balmoral  Hall  where 
she  will  take  Grade  XII  before  taking  a  course  in 
Physical  Education.     Good  luck,  Joey. 


GAIL  ALLMAN 

Gail,  the  "Gal  with  the  pink  convertible,"  has 
had  a  busy  year.  She  was  star  guard  on  both  the 
School  and  Ballater  basketball  teams.  She  has  been 
an  active  member  of  the  Library  Executive, 
Secretary  of  the  Literary  Society,  and  a  member  of 
the  School  Choir.  Next  year  will  find  Gail  at  the 
University  of  Manitoba  taking  Science.  Best  of 
luck,  Gail! 


RAE  BURRELL 

The  girl  most  likely  to  succeed — that's  our 
sparkling  Rae,  who  even  with  all  her  responsi- 
bilities finds  time  to  make  excellent  marks.  She  is 
the  energetic  Head  of  Glen  Gairn,  a  conscientious 
Prefect,  Editor  of  the  Magazine,  and  a  member  of 
the  School  Choir.  Next  fall,  she  will  grace  the 
campus  at  the  University  of  Manitoba,  taking 
Interior  Design.  The  very  best  in  all  your  future 
undertakings,  Rae. 


DIANA  EL  WOOD 

Diana  is  another  starry-eyed  member  of  Grade 
XI,  and  as  Sports  Captain  of  Craig  Gowan,  she  has 
done  a  fine  job.  She  is  Balmoral  Hall's  repre- 
sentative to  Eaton's  Junior  Council.  It  goes  with- 
out saying  that  we  all  see  red  when  she  sits  munch- 
ing a  chocolate  bar  without  gaining  an  ounce. 
Dee  plans  to  take  Grade  XII  at  United,  and  later 
will  enter  nursing.  With  her  warm  and  cheery 
smile,  her  patients  are  sure  to  get  well! 


CAROL  GLESBY 

Our  Carol  has  had  an  active  and  happy  year. 
She  is  Braemar's  well-liked  House  Head  and  has 
made  an  excellent  Prefect.  She  sings  in  the 
soprano  section  of  the  Choir.  Carol's  pleasing 
personality  has  made  her  the  envy  of  her  class. 
Biology,  her  pet  subject,  perhaps  accounts  for  the 
fact  that  after  taking  Grade  XII  at  Balmoral  Hall 
she  plans  to  enter  nursing  at  the  Winnipeg  General 
Hospital. 


ELIZABETH  KILGOUR 

Elizabeth,  better  known  as  "Liz,"  is  a  busy 
Prefect  and  Business  Manager  of  the  Magazine. 
She  is  also  Uniform  Monitress  of  Ballater  House, 
First  Vice-President  of  the  Literary  Society,  and  a 
member  of  the  Choir.  Her  gymnastic  ability  is 
noteworthy  and  she  is  Grade  XI's  one  and  only 
ballerina.  Next  year,  Elizabeth  plans  to  take 
Science  at  the  University  of  Manitoba.  Lots  of 
luck,  "Liz." 


PATRICIA  MOSS 

Although  Pat  is  our  day-dreamer,  she  is  also  a 
Braemar's  Uniform  Monitress  and  a  member  of  the 
Library  Executive.  As  a  member  of  Braemar's 
volleyball  and  basketball  teams,  she  made  her  mark. 
Will  we  ever  forget  that  guarding !  Next  year  she 
hopes  to  take  Grade  XII  before  making  definite 
plans  for  the  future.     Here's  to  you,  Pat. 


RUTH  MURRAY 

Ruthie,  the  impulsive  blonde  from  Binscarth, 
keeps  us  in  hysterics  most  of  the  day.  Her  by- 
word  is,  "Who  are  you  to  cast  the  first  stone?"  and 
Grade  XI  has  yet  to  hear  an  equal  to  her  famous 
laugh.  Next  year  she  plans  to  take  the  course  for 
X-ray  and  Lab.  Technicians.  May  Fortune  smile 
on  you,  Ruthie. 


BARBARA  PARK 

Barb,  one  of  our  capable  Prefects,  has  been  very 
active  this  year  in  the  School  Choir.  She  is 
Games  Captain  of  Glen  Gairn  House,  on  the 
volleyball  and  basketball  teams,  an  effective  member 
of  the  Magazine  Executive,  and  Second  Vice- 
President  of  the  newly-formed  Literary  Society. 
Although  very  busy,  she  still  manages  to  play  the 
piano  and  even  study.  Next  year  will  see  her 
back  at  Balmoral  Hall  for  Grade  XII.  The  best  of 
luck,  Barb! 


LINDA  RIDDELL 

Linda,  Grade  XI's  ambitious  Class  President 
and  history  genius,  is  also  Uniform  Monitress  of 
Glen  Gairn  House  and  has  played  on  the  House 
teams.  She  has  been  a  valued  member  of  the 
Literary  Society,  the  Magazine  Executive  and  the 
Choir.  Next  year,  our  pixie  little  lass  plans  to 
specialize  in  English  at  the  University  of  Manitoba. 
Happy  days,  Linda! 


JANE  ROSS 

Jane  is  one  of  the  livelier  members  of  Grade  XI. 
She  has  had  a  very  busy  year  as  Assistant  Sports 
Captain  and  has  participated  in  many  other  ac- 
tivities. She  has  been  a  helpful  Prefect,  a  member 
of  the  Library  Executive,  and  at  the  beginning  of 
the  year  she  was  our  Class  President.  Next  year 
you'll  hear  Jane's  quiet  (?)  laugh  filling  the  corridors 
at  United  College  where  she  plans  to  take  Grade 
XII.     Lots  of  luck,  Jane! 


FAY  SADLER 

Our  friend  "Saddleshoe,"  who  is  one  of  the 
"silent"  six  in  residence,  has  joined  us  from  Elgin. 
Her  smile  is  especially  persuasive  when  it  comes 
time  for  washing  hair.  Fay  is  on  the  Library 
Executive,  Vice-President  of  Grade  XI,  and  Uni- 
form Monitress  for  Craig  Gowan.  Next  year  Fay 
plans  to  take  Commerce  at  the  University  of 
Manitoba  .  .  .  what  will  the  "river-room"  ever 
do  without  her? 


VALERIE  SAUL 

Val  arrived  halfway  through  the  Christmas 
term  and  quickly  became  a  valuable  guard  on  the 
School  basketball  team  as  well  as  an  alto  in  the 
Choir.  An  accomplished  pianist,  she  has  been  a 
helpful  accompanist  for  the  Choral  Group.  No 
matter  how  many  letters  she  gets,  she  is  always 
looking  for  more — a  common  fault  of  most  boarders. 
If  Val  is  not  back  at  Balmoral  Hall  for  Grade  XII, 
she  hopes  to  do  Science  at  the  University  of 
Manitoba.     Best  of  luck,  Val! 


BARBARA  SIDGWICK 

"Sidg"  has  been  our  efficient  School  Captain 
this  year  as  well  as  Head  of  Craig  Gowan  House, 
and  a  Prefect.  She  has  sung  in  the  Choir,  was  on 
the  Dance  Committee,  guard  on  the  School  basket- 
ball team,  and  took  part  in  our  School  and  Manitoba 
Gymnastics  Competitions.  Next  year  will  find 
Barbara  taking  Grade  XII.     Happy  days,  Sidg! 


HELEN  SMITH 

Helen,  better  known  as  "Smalt?,"  is  a  staunch 
supporter  of  John  Diefenbaker,  whose  photo  adorns 
her  dresser.  Although  she  is  known  for  slowness, 
Smaltz  manages  very  well  as  a  member  of  the  School 
Choir,  Library  Executive  and  Games  Captain  of 
Ballater.  She  will  return  next  year  to  take 
Grade  XII  at  Balmoral  Hall.  Good  luck,  Smaltz, 
and  keep  your  fingers  crossed  for  those  Con- 
servatives. 


FAITH  WILSON 

"The  mind  is  the  standard  of  the  man."  As 
well  as  setting  a  very  high  academic  standard  for 
Grade  XI,  Faith  has  worked  extremely  hard  this 
year  as  Braemar's  Games  Captain,  as  a  member  of 
the  Library  Executive  and  the  School  Choir,  and 
her  artistic  genius  helped  to  create  a  golden  cupid 
for  our  Valentine  Dance.  Faith  leaves  us  to  take 
up  residence  in  Calgary  and  next  year  she  plans  to 
enter  Science  at  the  University  of  British  Columbia. 
Bon  voyage  et  bonne  chance,  notre  amie! 
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7  Oriole  Apts.,  Ill  Furby  Street  SPruce  5-4167 
Smerchanski,  Joan 

102  Handsart  Blvd HUdson  9-5553 

Smerchanski,  Rhonda 

102  Handsart  Blvd.  HUdson  9-5553 

Smerchanski,  Patricia 

102  Handsart  Blvd.  HUdson  9-5553 

Smith,  Cecilia 

551-20th  Street  West, 

Prince  Albert,  Sask RO  4-4195 

Smith,  Helen 

551-20th  Street  West, 

Prince,  Albert,  Sask RO  4-4195 


Smith,  Janet 

273  Yale  Avenue GRover  5-5548 

Steele,  Gail 

250  Oxford  Street GLobe  2-6992 

Stewart,  Ruth 

201  Handsart  Blvd HUdson  9-5500 

Sutherland,  Nina  Mae 

246  Colony  Street  SPruce  2-2491 

Sutherland,  Joanne 

246  Colony  Street SPruce  2-2491 

Swaffield,  Lily 

c/o  Hudson's  Bay  Co.,  Eskimo  Point, 

North  West  Territories,  via  Ft.  Churchill 
Swinden,  Gael 

586  River  Avenue  GRover  5-1048 

Sym,  Nancy 

751  McMillan  Avenue 
Thomas,  Marged 

11445  University  Avenue, 

Edmonton,  Alta 37-852 

Thorkelsson,  Janis 

1112  Wolseley  Avenue SUnset  3-5397 

Trimble,  Lynn 

233  Hertford  Blvd HUdson  9-1514 

Tucker,  Linda  Gail 

134  Handsart  Blvd HUdson  9-5502 

Turner,  Nancy 

120  Waterloo  Street GLohe  3-4421 

Urquhart,  Anita 

466  Niagara  Street GLobe  2-7286 

Wallace,  Rosalind 

150  Elm  Street GRover  5-5904 

Washington,  Donna-Day 

621  Vancouver  Avenue 

Penticton,  B.C 3-192 


Waygood,  Pamela 

1016  Radisson,  Fort  Garry 
Webb,  Nancy 

1044  McMillan  Avenue  GLobe  2-2210 

Weinstein,  Audrey 

283  Seven  Oaks,  W.K JUstice  9-6071 

White,  Deidre 

202  Handsart  Blvd.  HUdson  9-5932 

White,  Dilys 

202  Handsart  Blvd.  HUdson  9-5932 

Whitmore,  Jo-Anne 

156  Ash  Street GLobe  2-6686 

Wiley,  Lindsay 

65  Fulham  Avenue  HUdson  9-1924 

Wiley,  Marilyn 

395  Waverley  Street  GLobe  2-7995 

Wiley,  Elaine 

395  Waverley  Street  GLobe  2-7995 

Wilson,  Dell 

71  Westgate  SUnset  3-6815 

Wilson,  Kay 

71  Westgate  SUnset  3-6815 

Wilson,  Faith 

4023  Crestview  Road,  Calgary,  Alta. 
Wilson,  Jocelyn 

11  Harvard  Avenue  GLobe  2-4808 

Windatt,  Janet  L. 

177  Ash  Street  GLobe  3-1680 

Yates,  Cheryl  E. 

1234  Wellington  Crescent HUdson  9-1402 

Young,  Noreen 

Fhn  Flon,  Manitoba 6686 

Young,  Jennifer 

734  Somerset  Ave.,  F.G GRover  5-57,55 


EXCHANGES 

The  Editor  wishes  to  acknowledge  the  following  exchanges: 

BISHOP  STRACHAN  SCHOOL  MAGAZINE     -     -  The  Bishop  Strachan  School,  Toronto,  Ontario 

THE  BRANKSOME  SLOGAN Bran\some  Hall,  Toronto,  Ontario 

THE  VICTORY Churchill  High  School,  Winnipeg 

THE  CROFTONIAN Crofton  House  School,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

BREEZES Daniel  Mclntyre  Collegiate  Institute,  Winnipeg 

SAMARA Elmwood,  Ottawa,  Ontario 

LUDEMUS    '     '     '     ' Havergal  College,  Toronto,  Ontario 

PER  ANNOS King's  Hall,  Compton,  P.£. 

MAROON  AND  GREY       -     -     -  -     -     -  Lord  Sel^  High  School,  Winnipeg 

THE  MORETONIAN     -     -     -  Moreton  Hall,  Weston  Rhyn,  Oswestry,  Shrops. 

THE  TALLOW  DIP Hetherwood  School,  Rothesay,  }{.B. 

VOX  COLLEGII Ontario  Ladies'  College,  Whitby,  Ontario 

BLEATINGS St.  Agnes  School,  Albany,  H.T. 

ST.  HELEN'S  SCHOOL  MAGAZINE     -     -  -     -  St.  Helens  School,  Dunham,  P.£. 

THE  JOHNIAN St.  Johns  College,  Winnipeg 

THE  EAGLE St.  J ohn  s-Ravenscourt,  Fort  Garry,  Manitoba 

STANSTEAD  COLLEGE  ANNUAL  ■     -  Stanstead  College,  P.£. 

THE  PIBROCH Strathallan,  Hamilton,  Ontario 

HORIZONS Technical-Vocational  High  School,  Winnipeg 

TRAFALGAR  ECHOES Trafalgar  School,  Montreal,  P.^. 

WESTON  SCHOOL  MAGAZINE      -  -  Weston  School,  Westmount,  Montreal,  P.£. 

THE  YORK  HOUSE  CHRONICLE    -     -  -  Tor\  House  School,  Vancouver,  B.C. 
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ST.  JOHN'S 
COLLEGE 


The  Anglican  liberal  arts  colles 
on  the  campus  of  the  Universi 
of  Manitoba. 


For  ful  I  information,   phone 

Miss  M.  Webster 

WHitehal  I  2-2566 
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^ixikb  (Eolkge 


An  Institution  of  The  United  Church  of  Canada 

Affiliated  with  The  University  of  Manitoba 

Centrally  located  in  downtown  Winnipeg 


University  Department  —  Complete  Arts  Course 

First  and  Second  Year  Science 

Pre-Professional  courses  for  Medicine,  Dentistry, 

Engineering,  Architecture,  Pharmacy,  Law,  Commerce. 

Collegiate  Department  —  Levels  II  and  III  (Grades  XI  and  XII) 

Supplemental  classes  in  Grades  XI  and  XII 
(August  1st  to  23rd) 

Theology  Department  —  Diploma,  B.D.  and  S.T.M.  courses 

Scholarships  and 

Bursaries  available  —  Manitoba,  Isbister  and  others  tenable  at  United  College 

Residences  —  for  Men  and  Women 


Write  to  the  Registrar,  United  College,  Winnipeg 
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We  are  grateful  to  the  following  advertisers  who  are  supporting  our  magazine 
with  a  single  line  in  place  of  their  usual  space  advertisement.  This  helps  us 
to  lower  the  cost  of  publication. 


Dr.   T.    F.    Blight 

D.  W.  Evans 

W.   G.    Kelsey 

A.  S.  Leach 


Moody  and  Moore, 
Architects 


Stovel-Advocate    Press   Ltd. 
R.    M.    Webb 


EVERYTHING   IN  MUSIC 

uiinniPEG  mo  co.  ltd. 

383  PORTAGE  AVENUE 
Tel.  WH  2-5474  Estab.  1903 


YOUR  DRUGGIST 

W.  H.  RINGER 

PRESCRIPTION  SPECIALISTS 

Cor.  Lilac  and  Dorchester 

Phone  GR  5  1600  -  GR  5-4033 


Start  Now! 

Have   you 
looking    for 
them  when 

ever   noticed   how   many   people   seem   to   be 
opportunities,    but    how   few    actually    seize 
they  occur? 

Inability  to 
on  hand  is 
chances  are 

keep  even  a  modest  amount  of  ready  money 
one  of  the  main  reasons  why  so  many  good 
lost. 

When  your 
Start   prepa 
of  Canada 
will  stand  ) 

chance  comes,  will  you  be  able  to  seize  it? 
ring   now,   by   planning  the   regular  purchase 
bonds  and  other  high  grade  securities.  They 
ou  in  good  stead. 

Victory  Building                            Wood,   Guildy 

Winnipeg                                                                            f . 
Telephone:  WHitehall  2-6166                                         "" 

&  Company 

ted 

\u 


(\ 

J.  R.  Stephenson  ltd. 

^           r- 

& 

\ 

ENGINEERS          AND 
MANUFACTURERS 

WINNIPEG     -      REGINA     -     CALGARY     -      EDMONTON 

ritish     Made 
Imports 

CASHMERE 

ANGORA 

LAMBS  WOOL  BOTANY 

SWEATERS 
FOR  MEN  AND  WOMEN 


Club    Sweaters   and    Crests    Made    Up. 
Own  Design  and  Colour. 


P^^^S^b 


286  Kennedy  St. 


Phone  WH   2-5319 


Co 


mplimen^s 


P 


»|   a    friend 


THE   SCHOOL: 

CONGRATULATIONS,  BALMORAL  HALL,  AND  THANKS  FOR  YOUR 
OUTSTANDING  CONTRIBUTION  TO  "THE  MATHEMATICS  OF  GOOD 
CITIZENSHIP"  —  "BY  THEIR  FRUITS  YE  SHALL  KNOW  THEM." 

THE   GRADUATES: 

BEST  WISHES  —  YOUR  BALMORAL  HALL  PRIVILEGE  NOW  BE- 
COMES YOUR  HERITAGE  —  CHERISH  IT! 

C.W.C. 
A  SENIOR  CITIZEN 
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For  a  Complete  Insurance  Service,  contact  .  .   . 


DALE    &    COMPANY    LIMITED 


333  KENNEDY  STREET,  WINNIPEG 


Telephone   WHitehall    3-6401 


D.   M.   MILLER 


Rypp's  Pharmacy 

905  CORYDON  AVE. 

Phone  GR  5-4385  Anytime  for 
FREE  DELIVERY 


Compliments  of  .  . 


G.  D.  FUNK 

Electrical  Appliances 
and  Television 


1406    Main    Street  -  Phone  JUstice  9-0588 


For  a  Merry-  Go-Round  of  Pure  Treats. 
CHRISTIE'S   BISCUITS 


CHRISTIE,   BROWN   AND  COMPANY,  LIMITED 


b<) 


VETERAN'S  DRIVING  SCHOOL 

WINNIPEG'S  FINEST 

We    Have    Both   Gear-Shift   and   Automatic   Cars 
Phone   GR  5-6511 


"For 
Finer 
Food" 


Discuss  Your 

^adcet '  7V eat 

with 

del  peters  limited 

701  Westminster       Phone  SU3- 


SneU't  'Dtuy,  Stone 


GEO.     H.     EDMONDS,     Dispensing    Chemist 


Cor.  Queenston  &  Academy  Road,  Winnipeg 


PHONE   HU  9-1155 


Compliments  .  .  . 

JAS.  1.  MUNRO  GRAIN   CO. 

LTD. 

GRAIN    EXCHANGE 

WINNIPEG 
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Challenges . . . 
Rewards . . . 
Disappointments . . . 

What  will  your 
share  be? 


Figure  it  out  for  yourself, 
You've  all  that  the  greatest  have  had; 
Two  arms,  two  hands,  two  legs,  two  eyes, 
And  a  brain  to  use  if  you  would  be  wise, 
With  this  equipment  they  all  began  — 
So  start  from  the  top  and  say,  "I  can." 

Look  them  over,  the  wise  and  the  great, 

They  take  their  food  from  a  common  plate, 

And  similar  knives  and  forks  they  use, 

With  similar  laces  they  tie  their  shoes; 

The  world  considers  them  brave  and  smart, 

But  you've  all  they  had  when  they  made  their  start. 

You  are  the  handicap  you  must  face, 

You  are  the  one  who  must  choose  your  place, 

You  must  say  where  you  want  to  go, 

How  much  you  will  study  the  truth  to  know; 

God  has  equipped  you  for  life,  but  He 

Lets  you  decide  what  you  want  to  be. 
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Compliments  of 


BROOKING'S 

Jurug  Store 

M.  J.  BROWN 


116  Osborne  St.  —  Phone  GR  5-61 10 
Established  1902 


OVERSEAS  EDUCATION  LEAGUE 
OF  CANADA 

STUDENTS' 

TRAVEL  SERVICE 

SEA     -    LAND    -    AIR 

Phone  WHireholl  2-2819 

642  Somerset  Bldg,  •  Winnipeg 


Guy,  Choppell,  Guy,  Wilson 
"Coghlin" 

-¥- 

BARRISTERS   and   SOLICITORS 


Natural  Gas   Bldg. 
265   Notre  Dame  Ave.,  Winnipeg 


Compliments  of 


J\.  c4.  Qule&pie 


PRODUCER  OF  FOREST  PRODUCTS 
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Materials  and  Equipment 

FOR  SURVEYING 

DRAFTING   ROOM 

ART  STUDIO 

THE     HUGHES     OWENS 

CO. 

LTD. 

BLUEPRINTING                                 PHOTOSTATS 

WHitehall   3-8694 

464   HARGRAVE  ST. 

WINNIPEG 

FLOWERS 


•  By  Special  Delivery 

#  By  Telegraph 
Buy  with  the 

For  Every  Occasion  Assurance  of  our 

51   years  Service 
"Flowers  That  Lost"  *  to  Manitobans. 

R.   B.    ORMISTON    LIMITED 

Winnipeg  and  Flin  Flon 
Bob  Ormiston  Phone  G  L  2-381 1 — 12  Matt    Ormiston 


Welt&m  Windo4AAi  limited 

587   CLIFTON   STREET,   WINNIPEG    10, 
SUnset  3-4800 

MANUFACTURERS   ALL  TYPES   OF 
ALUMINUM   DOORS  WINDOWS   AND   SCREENS 

EDMUND  ALLAN  IAN  W.  McLANDRESS 
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LESLIE'S  STORAGE  LTD 


Phone  WHitehall  3-1577 


Kummen-Shipman  Electric  Limited 

270  Fort  Street 


APEX  GARAGE 

STORAGE      -      REPAIRS  PAINTING 

COLLISION  &  BODY  WORKS 

24-*%owi  S&wice 

761  CORYDON  — PHONE  GL  3-3800 


BELL'S  PHARMACY 

249  Lilac  at  Corydon 
WINNIPEG  9,  MAN. 


A  PRESCRIPTION  ON   FILE  WITH 
US  IS  ALWAYS  AVAILABLE. 
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Best  Wishes  to  the  graduates 

SMITH, 

VINCENT 

&   CO., 
LTD. 


919   GRAIN  EXCHANGE 
WINNIPEG,  CANADA 
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Now  . .  . 

is  the  time  to  start  saving 

BIRKS 

STERLING 

FLATWARE 

There  are  22  distinctive  patterns 
to  choose   from 


BIRKS 


JEWELLERS 


Portage  Ave.   at  Smith   St. 


Dependable 

Drug  Store  Service 


■am  R  fTlcHniahl 


DRUGGIST -WINNIPEG 


Two  Stores 
101    Sherbrook    St.    -   -    -  Ph.   SU  3-0151 
871    Westminster  Ave.  -  -   Ph.   SU  3-5311 


CONGRATULATIONS 
GRADUATES 

Une  (Broadway, 
3lorht£ 

House  of  Flowers 

A- 

PORTAGE  at  SMITH 
Phone  WH  3-0731    or   WH  3-0732 


• 

AUTO-AID 

SERVICE 

PHONE  SP  2-8753 

SHERBROOK  AND   CORNISH 

MOTOR  TUNE-UP  AND   REPAIRS 
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Jt^^^^^%i 


A  Complete 
Investment  Service 


«r,  .■■t^«fa,  < 


Designed  to  meet 

Canada's  growing 

opportunities  for 

investors 


- 


Serv/n£  Investors  Across  Canada 


5  James  Richardson  &  Sons 
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A   Tribute 

to    your    Eye    Physician 


THE  ANNALS  of  medicine  possess  no  pages 
more  impressive  than  those  reciting  the  deeds 
of  that  group  of  Physicians  whose  particular 
calling  it  is  to  safeguard  human  vision.  From 
childhood  to  old  age,  the  complex  and  ever- 
changing  needs  of  the  eyes  can  be  safely 
entrusted  to  the  care  of  the  Eye  Physician 
(M.D.)  for  treatment  or  for  prescribing  glasses. 

The  Eye  Physician  (M.D.)  offers  a  knowl- 
edge the  value  of  which  cannot  be  computed 
in  dollars  and  cents  .  .  .  and  with  the  Guild 
Optician  renders  a  complete  eye  care  service 
that  is  unsurpassed. 

The  Eye  Physicians  (Opthalmologists)  of  this  vicinity  are  recog- 
nized for  their  high  ethical  standards. 


Ramsay-Matthews      Limited 

103   Medical   Arts   Building 
WINNIPEG 


GUILD 
(PRESCRIPTION)    OPTICIANS 
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Compliments  of  .  .  . 

WILSO\  EUUIPME1MT  SUPPLY  COMPANY 


Prescriptions . . . 

by 

MURRAY 


ANGUS  W.  MURRAY 

Modern  Apothecary 

Stafford  at  Grosvenor 


Compliments  of  . 


CLAYDON'S 

HARDWARE 

PHOTOGRAPHIC 

ELECTRONIC 


Leonard  H.  Claydon  Proprietor 
Sherbrook  At  Westminster 


Compliments   of   .    .    . 

Mark  G  Smerchanski 

Consulting   Mining   Geologist 
Registered    Professional   Engineer 

411    Childs   Bldg. 
Phone   WH  2-6323 


For  All  Your  School  Sewing  Needs 

SINGER 

SEWING  MACHINE 

COMPANY 

PHONE  WH  2-5101 
424  Portage  Avenue,         Winnipeg,  Man. 
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I  like  Coffee.-. 


Blue  Ribbon 

islhe 
drink  for  me 


the 
long 
and 
short  of  it 

• 

is 
wonderful 

flavour! 


Ilikeccffce 

Ilikelea 


EhefiiHwir 

is  Bie  drinkfcr  me 


71 


Compliments  of  .  .  . 

Northern  Taxi 

Ltd. 


Phone  JUstice  9-4333 


Congratulations  .  .  . 
Students  of 

BALMORAL  HALL 
SCHOOL 

May  there  be  many  happy  and 
successful  years  ahead! 

If  they  use 

FUEL  OIL 

in  your  home,  you'll  all  appreciate 
the  many  benefits  of  our  "OIL- 
FLOW"  delivery  system.  Be  sure  of 
comfort  during  the  coming  heating 


Phone 

"WINNIPEG  SUPPLY" 


WHitehall  3-0341 


The  Winnipeg  Supply  &  Fuel  Co.  Ltd. 


Compliments  of  . 

LAKEHEAD 

INSULATION   AND   SUPPLIES 

LIMITED 

Bank  of  Montreal 

Port  Arthur 

Building 

ONT. 

72 


K.  A.  Powell  (Canada)  Ltd 


Powell  Transports 


Fort  William  Elevator 

COMPANY,   LIMITED 


Edible  Oil's  Limited 


?:; 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  .  .  . 

2>*dcA  Mdl  QlvUiU 

Phone  SP  4-5539       113  Sherbrook  Street 


Owned  and  Managed  by 
Mrs.  F.  BROOKE  ARMSTRONG 


Compliments  of .  .  . 

MAY'S 

DRUG   STORE 

Corydon  and  Waterloo 
Phone  GL  2-2393  Phone  GL  2-2733 


THOMPSON 

DILTS,  JONES,  HALL  &  DEWAR 

Barristers  and  Solicitors 

D.  A.  THOMPSON,  Q.C. 

C.  GORDON  DILTS 

DAVID  H.   JONES 

GORDON  C.   HALL 

A.   S.    DEWAR 

j.  hugh  Mcdonald 

JOHN   F.    FUNNELL 

WALTER   L.   RITCHIE 
Associates: 

F.    J.    DEVRIEZE 

A.  E.  DILTS,  Q.C. 

E.  G.  PHIPPS  BAKER,  Q.C. 

T.  W.  LAIDLAW,  Q.C. 

503    ELECTRIC    RAILWAY   CHAMBERS,    WINNIPEG 

2,    MANITOBA 

Telephone  WH  3-648  l 

Norris  Grain  Company  Ltd. 


and 


Norris  Securities  Ltd. 


Winnipeg 


7-1 


Phones  HU  9-3800  -  HU  9-4800 


DRUGS  LTD. 


ELIZABETH 

ARDEN 

PREPARATIONS 

* 

546  ACADEMY  RD.  at  LANARK 
WINNIPEG  9 


J°%^ 


TAMMAS  SCOTT 
Flowers  Telegraphed  Everywhere 

310  Donald  St.,  Ph.  WH  2-3404-5-6 

Canada's  Finest  Flower  Shop 


For  Highest  Quality  in  Dry  Cleaning 


DYERS  AND  CLEANERS  LIMITED 

FURRIIEIRS 


Phone  SUnset  3-7061  Young  at  Portage 


Compliments  of .  . 


R.  H.  Van  Kirk 


Compliments  of 

DOMINION  BRIQUETTES  &  CHEMICALS  LIMITED 

Manufacturers  of 

HEAT  GLOW,  CARBONIZED  BRIQUETTES 

• 

HEAD  OFFICE:  510  ELECTRIC  RAILWAY  CHAMBERS,  WINNIPEG 
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EATON'S 


Diana  has  been  one  of  our  advisers  this  past  year  on  the  kind  of 
wearables  you  like  best  for  sports,  class-room  and  dates.  Together 
with  representatives  from  more  than  a  score  of  High  Schools  and 
Colleges,  she  has  attended  regular  weekly  meetings  to  discuss  and 
help  plan  the  many  interesting  events  for  all  the  Hi  Crowd  at 
EATON'S. 


EATON'S 


The    Store    for   Young    Canada 
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Aikins,  MacAulay, 
Moffat,  Dickson, 
Hinch  &  McGavin 

WINNIPEG  MANITOBA 

Barristers  and  Solicitors 


For  Dependable  Electric  Service 
Anywhere  in  Winnipeg  .  .  . 


CITY    HYDRO 


Showrooms:     Portage,  east  of   Kennedy 
Offices:     55  Princess  Street 


The  Finest  Loafer  Made! 


BY 

CANADA  WEST  SHOE 

MFG.  CO.   LIMITED 
WINNIPEG 


77 


COMPLIMENTS 


"    a    friend 


MALLON  OPTICAL 

Telephone  WHitehall   2-7118 

405   Graham   Avenue 
Opposite  Medical  Arts  Bldg. 


FOR  QUALITY,   ACCURACY,   EFFICIENCY  AND   DESPATCH 


PHONE   SUnset  3-7025 


Campbell  Drug  Co.  Limited 

Cor.  MARYLAND  and  WOLSELEY  AVENUE 

PRESCRIPTIONS  CALLED   FOR  AND   DELIVERED 

CAMERAS  AND   PHOTOGRAPHIC  SUPPLIES 


FRESH,  NATURAL 
TASTE 


Love  that  Lemon!      Love  that  Lime! 


Drewrys 


LEMON      -      LIME 
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24     Hour     Pick     Up    and    Delivery 
Service 

Phone  SU  3-3003 

79  SHERBROOK  ST. 

2   Hour  Cash  and  Carry   Service 

DRY  CLEANING 
MODERN   EQUIPMENT    —    STORAGE 


ENDERTON,  BRYDGES  &  WAUGH, 
LIMITED 

Insurance  of  Every  Kind 

• 

222   Portage  Avenue  Ph.  WH  2-8411 


***Uft 

'• 

GIFTS  ARE  OUR  SPECIALTY .  .  . 

imports  from  world  famous 

/'Hostess   Accessories 

Phone  WHitehall  3-3939 

401  GRAHAM 

Opp.   Medical   Arts 

centres  .  .  . 

•  Rosenthal   China 

•  Royal    Leerdam  Crystal   (Holland) 

•  Royal    Holland   Pewter 

•  Gense   Stainless   Steel    from   Sweden 

•  Copper   (Renoir)   Costume  Jewelry 

DODGE 

Big,  Bold,  Beautiful! 


247  MAIN   STREET  —  NEXT  TO  THE   FEDERAL   BUILDING 
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Dominion  Securities 

corpn.  limited 

Established  1901 


280  SMITH  ST. 


TELEPHONE  WHiteholl   2-3413 


Phone  GL  3-4702 

GOLDEN  RlVe  HEIGHTS  DRUGS 

PRESCRIPTION  SPECIALISTS 

* 
1436  Corydon  at  Waterloo 


HARDY  &  BUCHANAN 

167  Stafford  Street 

Phone   GL  2-22 16 


THE 

G.  McLEAN  company  LTD. 

WINNIPEG 
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Compliments  of  .  .  . 


Huggard,  Lough  Limited 


INSURANCE    BROKERS 


WINNIPEG 


J.  M.  FURRIERS 

Phone  SU  3-1649 


J.     MOFATT 
Proprietor 


MADE   TO   ORDER,  STORAGE 


141    SHERBROOK    ST. 
Winnipeg,    Man. 


4 1  0-4 1  2  Academy  Rd.  Phone  GL  2-9298 

Academy 
DEPARTMENT  STORE 

Specializing    in    Teen    Age    Wear 

"Shop  at 
Your  Neighborhood  Store  and  Save" 


Ga+ftfili+H&nt-i  of  .   . 


DYSON'S  LTD. 

WINNIPEG,  MAN. 


DYSON'S  (onto  LTD 

BRIGHTON,  ONT. 


8] 


(}nb$on$  i>w  (limit  pang. 

INCORPORATED    Sr?   MAY  1670 


f\ed  f\ii/er    s^art 


The  first  known  record  of  their  being 
made  was  in  1802  at  the  North  West 
Company's  post  at  Pembina,  now  in 
North  Dakota.  Indian  ponies  were 
first  used  for  hauling  the  carts,  and 
later  oxen,  and  were  our  trains  of  a 
mere  100  years  ago.  There  are  many 
fascinating  objects  of  historic  interest 
in  our  Exhibition,  Fourth  Floor. 
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Evans  Printing  &  Stationery 

Ltd. 

Commercial   and    Fraternal    Printing 
Office  —  Home  —  School   Supplies 

Office   &    Plant 
159   Osborne   Street   South 

Telephones:  GL  2-3535,  GL  2-3586 

Store  No.  1 — 103  Osborne  St.  South  Phone  GL  3-4589 

Store   No.   2 — 1316    Portage   Ave.   at  Valour   Road 
Telephone:   SUnset  3-1280 


Designed  for  the  Whole  Family 


Salisbury  House  Ltd, 

Restaurants 
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H     E     C    T    O 

FORT    WILLIAM 

R         F.         D     O 

BROADCASTING 

* 

U     G    A    L    L 

PORT    ARTHUR 

AM  —   FM  —  TV 

* 

Model  Railroad  and  Hobby  Supplies 

^ 

CCM 

& 

l-K_fo|  h\K 

Headquarters 

NEW  BIKES 

Sfilkk 

RENTALS 

^8§i|j 

\             * 
/       SERVICE 

% 

(footA 

The  Bicycle  Specialist 

173  SHERBROOK  ST.             PHONE  SP  5-9311 

WINNIPEG'S   FINEST 
TAXI   SERVICE 


TAXI 


Phone  GL  2-551 1  —  GL  2-5553 

COURTESY  and  SERVICE 
Two-Way  Radio  Communication 

Special  Rates  on  Country  Trips 
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S front  (fyotfot  .  .  . 


ALWAYS  AT  THEIR  BEST  WHEN 
BEAUTIFULLY  SANITONED  CLEANED  AT  QUINTONS 


Phone  GLobe  2-3611 


7<*«r  SMtcUttt  Senvlce 


BE  Wise*  OS***-** 

QuuOcfa 

CLEANERS  DYERS  FURRIERS 

SHIRT    LAUNDERERS 
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CLAYDON  COMPANY  LIMITED 


GENERAL  CONTRACTORS 

WINNIPEG 


KENORA 


ATI  KO KAN 


PORT  ARTHUR 

FORT  WILLIAM 


Compliments  of 

REI 

D 

RUG 



BIG   ENOUGH   TO 

SERVE   YOU 

SMALL  ENOUGH 

TO 

KNOW 

YOU 



Waterloo  and 

Academy 

.  .  .  And  for  our  Supervised 

riding,   we  go  to  the 

CHflfiLESUIOOD  1II1G  SCHOOL 

Frank  Dopheide  Phone  VErnon  2-7971 


THE  BEST 
OF  LUCK! 


from  the  management 
and  staff  of  the 

CAPITOL  THEATRE 


The  Home  of 
Outstanding  Motion  Pictures 

CAPITOL 

A  Famous  Players  Theatre 


\}a±klon  Czntiz 

250  Kennedy  Street 

c^TLivaLji.  the.  <z2\fe.iw£.5.k  in.  \ja±nioni. 

Opposite  Medical  Arts  Building 
Phone  WH  2-4144 
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R 


USSELL  MOTORS  LTD, 

HOME    OF 


WINNIPEG'S  MOST  EXCLUSIVE  USED  CAR  LOT 
730  PORTAGE  AVE.  OPEN  EVENINGS  PH.  SPruce  4-4581 


Compliments   of    .    .    . 

ECO    EXPLORATION    COMPANY    LTD. 

#  Geological   Surveys 

#  Diamond  -  drilling 


411    Childs   Bldg. 


Winnipeg,  Man. 
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Modern   Soda    Fountain 

CRESCENTWOOD 
PHARMACY 

Complete   Line  of  School   Supplies 
and  Cosmetics 


03  Corydon 


Phone  GR  5-6562 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


fl  ffilfllD 


GIRLS    WA\TED 

Chance  of  a  Lifetime  Now  Yours 
PLEASANT  WORK  —  GOOD  PAY 
No  previous  Experience  Necessary 
GRADUATE    IN    A    FEW    MONTHS 

Here  is  a  remarkable  oppor- 
tunity.  Modern   Hair  Styling  •£  .  *1 
and    popular    new    methods  >M,A~y 
have    caused   a    great  short-  \.  —  /J 
age   of   help   in   this   profes-  *  "J? 

LEARN    BEAUTY   CULTURE    V^f 

We  have  positions  open  and 
waiting     for     our     graduati 
in     almost     every     part     or  ^ 
Canada.     Many     start     own   ^ 
shops. 

Write    or    Coll    for    FREE    Literature. 
No  obligations. 

M  A  It    V  E  L 

Beauty  School 

Phone  WH  3-3551 


309  Donald  Street 


Winnipeg 


Compliments  of 


McCabe  Grain  Company 
Limited 


GRAIN  EXCHANGE,  WINNIPEG 


"Liked  So  Well 

By  So  Many" 

^ecaxc&e  cue  da  &a  matty  fofo  &o  tvelt 
59th  Year 

NORTHWEST 

laundti/  l>»>tbo  — 


ESTAB     IB99 


Main  Street  at  York  Avenue 


CALL  SPruce  4-5471 


rigdens 

OF  J  WINNIPEG  LIMITED 
A     WESTERN      ACHIEVEMENT 


*i¥av£«ty  a  Parity? 

BE  SURE  TO  ORDER  PLENTY 
CRYSTAL-CLEAR  PARTY 


ICE 


The  merry  tinkle  of  sparkling  Ice  is  a  sign  your 
party  is  making  a  hit!  Don't  disappoint  guests  by 
running  short  —  order  Party  Ice  in  advance. 
Delivered   in  waterproof  bags. 

CARRY  AND  SAVE 


Pick  up  a  bag  of  Party  Ice — 25c. 

at  any  of  the  following  automatic  vending  stations: 

Ferry  Rood  &  Portage  —  649  Sargent  Ave.  —  150  Bell  Ave. 

430  Langside  St.    —    Lyndale  Drive  and  Gauvin  St.,  Norwood 

Salter  St.  at  Manitoba    —    Montcalm  at  Watt    —    1833  Main  St. 


ARCTIC  ICE  CO.,  LTD. 


